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PREFACE. 



AN ample account of the nature of this work will be 
found in the Introduction ; but to give a brief 
and more general idea of the entertainment which it 
is proposed to set before the purchaser, it may be as 
well to state in this place, that the book, for the most 
part, is a collection of passages from such authors as 
retain, if not the highest, yet the most friendly and 
as it were domestic hold upon us during life, a^d 
sympathize with us through all portions of it. Hence 
the first extract is a Letter addressed to an Infant, the 
last the Elegy in the Churchyard, and the intermediate 
ones have something of an analogous reference to the 
successive stages of existence. It is therefore intended 
to be read by intelligent, persons of all times of life, the 
youthful associations in it being such as the oldest 
readers love to call to mind, and 'the oldest such as all 
would gladly meet with in^their: decline. It has no 
politics in it, no polemics, nothing to ofifend the delica- 
test mind. The innocentest boy and the most cautious 
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of his seniors might alike be glad to look over the other s 
shoulder, and find him in his corner perusing it. 

This may be speaking in a boastful manner ; but 
an Editor has a right to boast of his originals, especially 
when they are such as have comforted and dehghted 
him throughout his own life, and 'are for that reason 
recommended by him to others. 

He would also claim for it a merit, great in the 
wise eyes of children, and becoming greater every day 
in those of the community at large ; namely, that of 
its being a Book of Pictures. If he had had the 
pleasure of having the artist at his elbow, 6e might 
have requested him to make a little change in two or 
three instances, such as omitting the bh-d-cage on 
the old lady's table, and making the approach to his 
Castle of Indolence a little more easy; but he has 
enjoyed his landscapes and his domesticities, has 
walked with great satisfaction in his bowery places, 
and returns him special thanks for the abode of the 
Schoolmistress. 
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T1HIS compilation is intended for all lovers of books, at 
'*- every time of life, from childhood to old age, particularly 
sucli 83 are fond of the authors it quotes, and who enjoy 
their pemsal most in the quietest places. It is intended 
for the boy or girl who lovea to get with a book into a cor- 
ner—for the youth who on entering life finds his advantage 
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in having become acquainted with books — for the man 
in the thick of life, to whose spare moments books are 
refreshments — and for persons in the decline of life, who 
reflect on what they have experienced, and to whom books 
and gardens afford their tranquillest pleasures. 

It is a book (not to say it immodestly) intended to 
lie in old parlour windows, in studies, in cottages, in 
cabins aboard ship, in country-ini^, in country-houses, in 
summer-houses, in any houses that have wit enough to like 
it, and are not the mere victims of a table covered with 
books for show. 

When Shenstone was a child, he used to have a new 
book brought him from the next country-town, whenever 
any body went to market. If he had gone to bed and was 
asleep, it was put behind his pillow; and if it had been for- 
gotten, and he was awake, his mother (more kindly than 
wisely) " wrapped up a piece of wood of the same form, and 
pacified him for the night." This is the sort of child we 
hope to be a reader of our volumes. 

When Gray and Walpole were at Eton, they partitioned 
out the fields into territories of which they had read in books, 
and so ruled over them and sent ambassadors to one another. 
These are the sort of school-boys we look to entertain. 

When Mrs. Inchbald, who was a farmer s daughter, first 
came to London, she w£is alone, and would have been sub- 
jected to no small perils but for the knowledge she had 
acquired from books ; for she was poor, lovely, and sensitive. 
She turned the knowledge to the greatest account, and lived 
to add precious matter to the stock. We flatter ourselves. 
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or rather we dare to aver, considering the authors who 
furnish our extracts, that nobody would have more approved 
of our book than Mrs. InchbaJd. 

Some of the most stirring men in the world, persons in 
the thick of business of all kinds, and indeed with the busi- 
ness of the world itself on their hands, — Lorenzo de Medici, 
for instance, who was at once the great merchant and the 
political arbiter of his time, — have combined with their 
other energies the greatest love of books, and found no re- 
creation at once so wholesome and so useful. We hope 
many a man of business will refresh himself with the short 
pieces in these volumes, and return to his work the fitter to 
baffle craft, and yet retain a reverence for simplicity. 

Every man who has a right sense of business, whether 
his business be that of the world or of himself, has a respect 
for all right things apart from it; because business with him 
is not a mindless and merely instinctive industry, like that 
of a beetle rolling its ball of clay, but an exercise of faculties 
congenial with the other powers of the human being, and all 
working to some social end. Hence he approves of judicious 
and refreshing leisure — of domestic and social evenings — of 
suburban retreats — of gardens — of ultimate retirement "for 
good " — of a reading and reflective old age. Such retire- 
ments have been longed for, and in many instances realized, 
by wise and great men of all classes, from the Diocletians 
of old to the Foxes and Burkes of our own days. Warren 
Hastings, who had ruled India, yearned for the scenes of 
his boyhood ; and lived to be happy in them. The wish to 
possess a country-house, a retreat, a nest, a harbour of some 

A a 



INTBODUCTION. 



kind from the storms and even from the agitating pleasures 
of life, is as old as the sorrows and joys of civilization. The 
child feels it when he "plays at house ;" the schoolboy, when 
he is reading in his comer ; the lover, when he thinks of his 
mistress. Epicurus felt it in his garden; Horace and 
Virgil expressed their desire of it in passages which the 
sympathy of mankind has rendered immortal. It was the 
end of all the wisdom and experience of Shakspeare. He 
retired to his native town, and built himself a house in 
which he died. And who else does not occasionally " flit " 
somewhere meantime if he can? The country for many 
miles round London, and-indeed in most other places, is 
adorned with houses and grounds of men of business, who 
are whirled to and fro on weekly or daily evenings, and who 
would all find something to approve in the closing chapters 
of our work. The greatest monied man of our time, Eoths- 
child, who weighed kings in his balance, could not do without 
his house at Gunnersbury. Even the turbulent De Retz, 
according to Madame de Sevigne, became the sweetest of 
retired Signiors, and did nothing but read books and feed 
his trout. It is customary to jest upon such men, and indeed 
upon all retirement ; to say that they would still meddle 
with afifairs if they could, and that retirement is a failure 
and a " bore." Fox did not think so. It is possible that 
De Retz would have meddled fast enough ; nor are many 
energetic men superior, perhaps, to temptations of their 
spirit in this way, when such occur. But this does not 
hinder them from enjoying another and a seasonable plea- 
sure meantime. On the contrary, this very energy is the 
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thing vrhich hinders it from palling; that is to say, sup- 
posing their intellects are large enough to include a sense of 
it. De Betz, like Burke and Fox, was a lover of books. Sir 
Robert Walpole, who retired only to be sick and to die, did 
not care for books. Occupation is the necessary basis of all 
enjoyment ; and he who cannot read, or botanize, or farm, 
or amuse himself with his neighbours, or exercise his brain 
with thinking, is in a bad way for the country at any time, 
much more for retiring into it. He has nothing to do but 
to get back as fast as he can, and be hustled into a sensation 
by a mob. 

" Books, Venus, books." It is those that teach us to 
refine on our pleasures when young, and which, having so 
taught us, enable us to recall them with satisfaction when 
old. For let the half-witted say what they will of delusions, 
no thorough reader ever ceased to believe in his books, what- 
ever doubts they might have taught him by the way. They are 
pleasures too palpable and habitual for him to deny. The 
habit itself is a pleasure. They contain his young dreams 
and his old discoveries ; all that he has lost, as well as all 
that he has gained ; and, as he is no surer of the gain than 
of the loss, except in proportion to the strength of his per- 
ceptions, the dreams, in being renewed, become truths again. 
He is again in communion with the past ; again interested 
in its adventures, grieving with its griefs, laughing with its 
merriment, forgetting the very chair and room he is sitting 
in. Who, in the mysterious operation of things, shall dare 
to assert in what unreal comer of time and space that man's 
mind is ; or what better proof he has of the existence of the 
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poor goods and chattels about him, which at that moment 
(to him) are non-existent? "Oh!" people say, "but he 
wakes up, and sees them there." Well ; he woke domi 
then, and saw the rest. . What we distinguish into dreams 
and realities, are, in both cases, but representatives of im- 
pressions. Who shall know what difference there is in them 
at all, save that of degree, till some higher state of existence 
help us to a criterion ? 

For our part, such real things to us are books, that, if 
habit and perception make the difference between real and 
unreal, we may say that we more frequently wake out of 
common life to them, than out of them to common life. Yet 
we do not find the life the less real. We only feel books to 
be a constituent part of it ; a world, as the poet says, 

" Round which, with tendrils strong as flesh and blood, 
Our pastime and our happiness may grow." 

What do readers care for " existing things " (except when 
Ireland is mentioned, or a child is grieving) compared with 
poetry and romance? What for Bonaparte and his pretences, 
compared with the honest jealousy of " Orlando," or the 
cakes of Alfred ? What for all the parsons in the world 
(except Pius IX. or some Welsh curate) compared with 
Parson Adams or the Vicar of Wakefield ? What men 
(generally speaking) are they so sure of? are so intimate 
with ? can describe, quote, and talk of to one another with 
so much certainty of a mutual interest? And yet, when 
readers wake up to that other dream of life, called real life 
(and we do not mean to deny its palpability), they do not 
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find their enjoyment of it diminished. It is increased — 
increased by the contrast — by the variety — ^by the call upon 
them to show the faith which books have originally given 
them in all true and good things, and which books, in spite 
of contradiction and disappointment, have constantly main- 
tained. Mankind are the creatures of books, as well as of 
other circumstances; and such they eternally remain; 
proofs, that the race is a noble and a believing race, and 
capable of whatever books can stimulate. 

The volumes now offered to our fellow readers originated 
in this kind of passion for books. They were suggested by 
a wish we had long felt to get up a book for our private en- 
joyment, and of a very particular and unambitious nature. 
It was to have consisted of favourite passages, not out of the 
authors we most admired, but those whom we most loved ; 
and it was to have commenced, as the volumes do, with 
Shenstone's Schoolmistress, and ended with Gray's Elegy. 
It was to have contained indeed little which the volumes do 
not comprise, though not intended to be half so big, and it 
was to have proceeded on the same plan of beginning with 
childhood and ending with the church-yard. We did not 
intend to omit the greatei^t authors on accoimt of their 
being the greatest, but because they moved the feelings 
too strongly. What we desired was not an excitement, but 
a balm. Headers, who have led stirring lives, have such 
men as Shakspeare with them always, in their very struggles 
and sufferings, and in the tragic spectacles of the world. 
Great crowds and great passions are Shakspeares ; and we, 
for one (and such we take to be the case with many readers), 
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are sometimes as willing to retire from their '* infinite agi- 
tation of wit," as from strifes less exalted ; and retreat into 
the placider comers of genius more humble. It is out of 
no disrespect to their greatness ; neither, we may be allowed 
to say, is it from any fear of being unable to sustain it ; for 
we have seen perhaps as many appalling faces of things in 
our time as they have, and we are always ready to confront 
more if duty demand it. But we do not choose to be always 
suffering over again in books what we have suffered in the 
world. We prefer, when in a state of repose, to renew what 
we have enjoyed — to possess wholly. what we enjoy still — 
to discern in the least and gentlest things the greatest and 
sweetest intentions of Nature — and to cultivate those sooth- 
ing, serene, and affectionate feelings, which leave us in peace 
with all the world, and in good hope of the world to come. 
The very greatest genius, after all, is not tlie greatest thing 
in the world, any more than the greatest city in the world 
is the country or the sky. It is a concentration of some of 
its greatest powers, but it is not the greatest diffusion of its 
might. It is not the habit of its success, the stability of its 
sereneness. And this is what readers like ourselves desire to 
feel and know. The greatest use of genius is but to subserve to 
that end ; to further the means of enjoying it, and to freshen 
and keep it pure ; as the winds and thunders, which come 
rarely, are piuifiers of the sweet fields, which are abiding. 

The book, therefore, as originally contemplated, was to 
consist principally, besides the pieces mentioned, of such 
others as Cowley's Garden, Wotton's Happy Life, the favou- 
rite passages about the country from Horace and Virgil, 
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Claudian^s Old Man of Verona^ Pope's Ode on Solitude, a 
selection from the Coverley papers in the Spectator, Thom- 
son's Castle of Indolence, Letters of Gray, Virgil's Chiat out 
of Spenser ; and, though we have several editions of the 
work constantly by us, we think we could not have denied 
ourselves the pleasure of having something out of the 
Arabian Nights, Our Sequestered Book (for such, in our 
mind, we called it) would hardly have seemed complete 
without a chapter or two about Sindbad or the Forty Thieves, 
or the retirement of the Fairy Banou, The book was to 
have been addressed entirely to lovers of sequestered plea- 
sures, and chiefly to such as were in the decline of life, or 
poetically beginning it. 

When the volume, however, came to be considered with 
a view to publication, objections were made to the smallness 
of its size, and the probable fewness of its readers. Had 
we been rich, we should have parried the objection, and 
sent forth a volume at any rate, with the contents of which 
the few would have been pleased. We consoled ourselves 
with reflecting that we had other favourite passages which 
could be included in a larger book ; and an extension of 
the plan now struck us, which in the eyes of many readers, 
perhaps of most, would in all probability improve it. This 
was, to suppose our sequestered reader thinking, not merely 
of Uie pleasures of his childhood or of his old age, but of 
his whole life, past or to come, and thus calling to mind 
passages from favourite authors of all kinds in illustration 
of its successive phases. The spirit of the flrst conception 
was still, however, to be carefully retained. Life, without 
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effeminately shutting one's eyes to its perplexities, was to be 
regarded, not in spleen, or in sorrow, or in narrowness of any 
kind, but with a cheerfulness befitting childhood, a manliness 
befitting a man, and with that calm and loving wisdom in age 
which discerns so much beauty and goodness in the face of 
Nature, that it cannot doubt the beneTolence of her soul. 

Hence the inclusion in the present Tolume of knaveries 
and other half-witted activities out in the world, and of 
terrors and tragedies in solitude. Hence extracts from 
Le Sage and Fielding, from Steele, Smollett, Goldsmith, 
Mrs. Badcliffe, and others. 

We have imagined a book-loving man, or man able to 
refresh himself with books, at every successive period of his 
life ; — the child at his primer, the sanguine boy, the youth 
entering the world, the man in the thick of it, the man of 
alternate business and repose, the retired man calmly con- 
sidering his birth and his death; and in this one human 
being we include, of course, the whole race and both sexes, 
mothers, wives, and daughters, and all which they do to 
animate and sweeten existence. Thus our invisible, or rather 
many-bodied hero (who is the reader himself), is in the 
first instance a baby; then a child under the Schoolmistress of 
Shenstone; then the schoolboy with Gray and Walpole, 
reading poetry and romance ; then Oil Bias entering the 
world; then the sympathiser with the John Buncles who 
eiyoy it, and the Travellers who fill it with enterprise ; then 
the matured man beginning to talk of disappointments, and 
standing in need of admonition Against Inconsistency in his 
Expectations; then the reassured man comforted by his 
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honesty and his just hopes, and refreshing himself with his 
Club or his country-lodging, his pictures, or his theatre ; 
then the retiring, or retired, or finally old man, looking 
back with tenderness on his enjoyments, with regret for his 
errors, mth comfort in Ms virtues, and mth a charity for 
all men, which gives him a right to the comfort ; loving all 
the good things he ever loved, particularly the books which 
have been his companions and the childhood which he 
meets again in the fields ; and neither wishing nor fearing to 
be gathered into that kindly bosom of Nature, which covers 
the fields with flowers, and is encircfed with the heavens. 

The reader, however, is not to suppose that any attention 
to this plan of tne book is exacted of him. Such a demand 
would be a pedantry and a folly. It is only suggested to 
him in case he may like it, and for the purpose of showing 
that we set nothing before him which does not possess a 
principle of order. He may regard the book, if more con- 
venient to do so, as a mere set of extracts with comments, 
or of extracts alone, not requiring comments. Our seques- 
tered book was to have been without comments; and wb 
should have been well content, had none been desired for 
this. There is a pleasure, it is true, in expressing love and 
admiration, and in hoping that we contribute to the exten- 
sion of such feelings in the world ; but we can truly say, 
that we seldom quote a fine passage, and comment upon it 
at any length, without wishing that everybody had been as 
weU acquainted with it as ourselves, and could dispense 
with the recommendation. All we expect of the reader is 
that he should like the e:xtracts on which the comments are 
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made. If be does not do that, he has no business to be a 
reader of the book, or perhaps to be a reader at all. At 
least he is no universalist ; no sympathiser with the entire 
and genial round of existence ; and it is for the reader who 
is, that these volumes are emphatically intended. 

A uniyersalist, in one high bibliographical respect, may 
be said to be the only true reader ; for he is the only reader 
on whom no writing is lost. Too many people approve no 
books but such as are representatives of some opinion or 
passion of their own. They read, not to have human 
nature reflected on them, and so be taught to know and to 
love everything, but to be reflected themselves as in a 
pocket mirror, and so interchange admiring looks with 
their own narrow cast of countenance. The universalist 
alone puts up with diiBference of opiiiion, by reason of his 
own very difierence ; because his difference is a right 
claimed by him in the spirit of universal allowance, and 
not a privilege arrogated by conceit. He loves poetry and 
prose, fiction and matter of fact, seriousness and mirth, 
because he is a thorough human being, and contains por- 
tions of all the faculties to which they appeal. A man who 
can be nothing but serious, or nothing but merry, is but 
half a man. The lachrymal or the' risible organs are 
wanting in him. He has no business to have eyes or 
muscles like other men. The universalist alone can put up 
with him, by reason of the very sympathy of his antipathy. 
He understands the defect enough to pity, while he dislikes 
it. The universalist is the only reader who can make 
something out of books for which he has no predilection. 
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He sees differences in them to sharpen his reasoning ; 
sciences which impress on him a sense of his ignorance ; 
nay, languages which, if they can do nothing else, amuse 
his eye and set him thinking of other countries. He >vill 
detect old acquaintances in Arahic numerals, and puzzle 
over a sum or a problem, if only to try and taste the curiosity 
of it. He is the only man (except a soldier or a gardener) 
to whom an army list or an almanac would not be thoroughly 
disgusting on a rainy day in a countiy ale-house, when no- 
thing else readable is at hand, and the coach has gone "just 
ten minutes." The zodiacal light of " Francis Moore, 
Physician," would not be lost on him. He would laugh at 
the Doctor's verses ; wonder who St. Alphage or St. Hugh 
could have been, as affecting the red-letter days ; and see 
what christian or surnames prevailed in the army, or what 
personages had authority in those days. The words "Royal 
Highness the Duke of York" would set him thinking on 
that good-natured though not astonishing prince, and ima- 
gining how hearty a dish of beef-steaks he would have 
dispatched in the room in which he was sitting. 

Our compilation, therefore, though desirous to please all 
who are willing to be pleased, is ambitious to satisfy this 
sort of person most of all. It is of his childhood we were 
mostly thinking when we extracted the Schoolmistress. He 
will thoroughly understand the wisdom lurking beneath the 
playfulness of its author. He will know how wholesome as 
well as amusing it is to become acquainted with books like 
Cril Bias and Joseph Andrews, He will derive agreeable 
terror from Sir Bertram and the Haunted Chamber; will 
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assent with delighted reason to every sentence in Mrs. 
BarbauM'a Essay; will feel himself wandering into solitudes 
with Gray ; shake honest hands with Sir Hoger de Coverley; 
be ready to embrace Parson Adams, and to chuck Pounce 
out of window, instead of the hat ; will travel with Marco 
Polo and Mungo Park; stay at home with Thomson; retire 
with Cowley; be industrious with HuUon; sympathizing 
with Skenstone and Mrs, Inchbald ; laughing with (and at) 
Buncle ; melancholy, and forlorn, and self-restored, with the 
shipwrecked mariner of De Foe. There are Robinson 
Crusoes in the moral as well as physical world, and even a 
universalist may be one of them; — men, cast on desert 
islands of thought and speculation ; without companionship ; 
without worldly resources ; forced to arm and clothe them- 
selves out of the remains of shipwrecked hopes, and to 
make a home for their solitary hearts in the nooks and 
comers of imagination and reading. It is not the worst . 
lot in the world. Turned to account for others, and 
embraced with patient cheerfulness, it may, with few excep- 
tions, even be one of the befst. We hope our volume may 
light into the hands of such men. Every extract which is 
made in it, has something of a like second-purpose, beyond 
what appears on its face. There is amusement for those 
who require nothing more, and instruction in the shape of 
amusement for those who choose to find it. We only hope 
that the " knowing reader " will not think we have assisted 
inquiry too often. We hate, with our friends the little 
boys, nothing so much as the "Moral" that oflSciously 
treads the heels of the great JEsop, and which assumes 



INTRODUCTION. 15 

that the sage has not done his work when he has told his 
stoiy. It is bad enough to be forced to interpret wisdom of 
any kind; but to talk after such transparent lessons as 
those, is overweeningness horrible. The little boys will 
find nothing of the sort to frighten them in this book ; and 
they need not look at the prefaces, if they have no mind for 
them. It is beautiful to think how ignorant our grown 
memories are of prefaces to books of amusement that were 
put into our hands when young, and how intensely we 
remember the best extracts. What grown-up people in 
general know anything of good. Dr. Enfield or didatic 
Dr. Knox, or even of Percy, the editor of Ancietit Heliques? 
Yet who that has read the Speaker and Elegant E^racts 
ever forgot the soliloquy in Hamlet^ Goldsmith's Beau 
Tibbs and Contented Beggar, or the story of Robin Hood? 

Those exquisite humours of Goldsmith, and the story of 
Eobin Hood, we have omitted, with a hundred others, partly 
because we had not room for an abundance of things which 
we admired, chiefly because they did not fall within a cer- 
tain idea of our plan. The extremely familiar knowledge 
also which readers have of them might have been another 
objection, even in a work consisting chiefly of favourite 
passages ; — things, which imply a certain amoimt of familiar 
knowledge, if not in the public at large, yet among readers 
in general. If any persons should object that some of 
these also are too familiar, the answer is, that they are of a 
nature which rendered it impossible for us, consistently 
with our plan, to omit them, and that readers in general 
would have missed them. We allude, in particular, to the 
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Elegy in a Country Church-yard and the Ode on the Pros- 
pect of Eton College, It is the privilege of fine writers, 
when happy in their treatment of a uniyersal subject of 
thought or feeling, to leave such an impression of it in the 
reading world as almost to identify it with everybody's own 
reflections, or constitute it a sort of involuntary mental 
quotation. Of this kind are Gray s reflections in the 
church-yard, and his memories of school-boy happiness. 
Few people who know these passages by heart, ever think 
of a church-yard or a school-groimd without calling them 
to mind. 

The nature and the amount of the reader's familiarity 
with many other extracts are the reasons why we have 
extracted them. They constitute part of the object and 
essence of the book ; for the familiarity is not a vulgar and 
repulsive one, but that of a noble and ever-fresh companion, 
whose society we can the less dispense with, the more we 
are accustomed to it. The book in this respept resembles 
a set oi pictures which it delights us to live with, or a 
collection of favourite songs and pieces of music, which we 
bind up in volumes in order that we may always have them 
at hand, or know where to find them. Who, in such a 
room full of pictures, would object to his Raphael or Titian? 
Or in such a collection of music, to his Beethoven, Rossini, 
or Paisiello ? Our book may have little novelty in the least 
sense of the word; but it has the best in the greatest 
sense ; that is to say, never-dying novelty ; — antiquity hung 
with ivy-blossoms and rose-buds ; old friends with the ever- 
new faces of wit, thought, and affection. Time has proved 
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the genius with which it is filled. "Age cannot wither 
it," nor " custom stale its variety." We ourselves have 
read, and shall uontinue to read it to our dying day; and 
we should not aay thus much, especially on such an occasion, 
if we did not know, that hundreds and thousands would do 
the same, whether they read it in this collection or not. 



LETTER TO A NEW-BORN CHILD. 



I CATHERINE ] 



E HIS lady, whose poBthnmous "Essays " and 

3 "Reflectiona" were admired in their day, was 

^ niece of Thomson's friend, Lord Chancellor 

^ Talbot; and die "very young correspondent" 

^ to whom her pleasant letter is addressed, was 

■i^ daughter of the Chancellor's third son, John, 

afterwards a Welsh judge, ancestor of the present Earl Talbot. 

What became of the little lady ia not mentioned. Miss Talbot 

had very delicate health, which she bore with great sweetness 

i)f temper. She led a maiden life, and died in the year 1770, 

aged forty-nine. 



^^'^ J friend, the Bishop of Derry,* can already ima 

■^ gine in you ; and in the meantime, may you have 

a nurse ivith a tuneable voice, that may not talk an immo- 

derat« deal of nonsense to you. You are at present, my 

* Thiirna.'' Runille, anolher IKead of ThomiDu'B and the ChaDcettor's. See 
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dear, in a very philosophical disposition ; the gaieties and 
follies of life have no attraction for you ; its sorrows you 
kindly commisserate ! but,' however, do not suffer them to 
disturb your slumbers, and find charms in nothing but har- 
mony and repose. You have as yet contracted no partialities, 
are entirely ignorant of party distinctions, and look with a 
perfect indifference on all human splendour. You have an 
absolute dislike to the vanities of dress ; and are likely, for 
many months, to observe the Bishop of Bristol's first rule 
of conversation, Silence, though tempted to transgress it by 
the novelty and strangeness of all objects round you.* As 
you advance further in life, this philosophical temper will 
by degrees wear off; the first object of your admiration will 
probably be the candle, and thence (as we all of us do) you 
will contract a taste for the gaudy and the glaring, without 
making one moral reflection upon the danger of such false 
admiration as leads people many a time to bum their fingers. 
You will then begin to show great partiality for some very 
good aunts, who will contribute all they can towards spoiling 
you ; but you will be equally fond of an excellent mamma, 
who will teach you, by her example, all sorts of good qua- 
lities ; only let me warn you of one thing, my dear, and 
that is, not to learn of her to have such an immoderate love 
of home as is quite contrary to all the privileges of this 
polite age, and to give up so entirely all those pretty graces 
of whim, flutter, and affectation, which so many charitable 

* The Bishop of Bristol, afterwards Archbishop of Canterbury, was Seeker. 
His "first rule of rx)nversation" isvejy good. It was on these two prelates that 
Pope wrote his couplet— ^ 

E'en in a bishop I can spy desert ; 
Seeker is decent, Rundle has a heart. 

By " decent" we are to understand the word in its classical sense of becoming. 
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poets have declared to be the prerogative of our sex. Oh! 
my poor cousin, to what purpose will you boast this prero- 
gative, when your nurse tells you (T^ith a pious care to sow 
the seeds of jealousy and emulation as early as possible) 
that you have a fine little brother " come to put your nose 
out of joint ?" There will be nothing to be done then but 
to be mighty good ; and prove what, believe me, admits of 
very little dispute (though it has occasioned abundance), 
that we girls, however people give themselves airs of being 
disappointed, are by no means to be despised. The men un- 
envied shine in public ; but it is we must make their homes 
delightful to them — and, if they provoke us, no less un- 
comfortable. I do not expect you to answer this letter yet 
awhile ; but, as I dare say you have the greatest interest with 
your papa, will beg you to prevail upon him that we may know 
by a line (before his time is engrossed by another secret com- 
mittee) that you and your mamma are well. In the mean- 
time, I will only assure you that all here rejoice in your 
existence extremely ; and that I am, my very young corre- 
spondent, most affectionately yours, &c. 



THE SCHOOLMISTRESS. 

BY SHEN STOKE. 

B SCHOOLUiaTBEBsiaone of tlioee poems 

Idightful, f« our thinking) which are to 

t read with a smile on the face, and 

thoughtMness at heart : — the smile, 

fur the assumption of dignity in its 

toDe; the thoughtfulness, for the human 

interest of ^ eubject. It is Sbenstone's 

masterpiece. Its plajfiil imitation of 

the manner of Spenser saved him from that inferior artificial 

style of the day, which injured the natural feehng of most ot 

liis other poems; and the manliness at the heart of its gentle 

wisdom ought to have saved the writer from the fears which 

he condescended to entertain, lest undisceming critics should 

take it for something as dull as themselves. The poem has 

the pungent sweetness and balminess of the herbs described 

ia its cottage garden. We never think of it without seeming to 

inhale their iragrance. 

The good dame, the heroine of the poem, was the school- 
mistress of Shenstone's own infancy. He was the offspring of 
a race now almost extinct, the small uneducated country-gentle- 
man, farming his ovm estate; and he was sent t« the first nurse- 
like teacher that presented herself in the ndghbourhood. Her 
name was Sarah Lloyd. Let this be known, for the gbry and 
encouragement of all sueh edueersof infant "bards sublime," 
or future " Chancellors in embryo." The birch-tree is not in 
so much request as it was in her days. The " little bench of 
heedless bishops " may now look at it without " shaping it into 
rods." "and tingling at the view," The change is better for 
all parties, considering that a proper amoimt of healthy vigour, 
reflection, and superiority to petty pMna is to he secured by 
better means. It is not for its mode of infant training that 
the poem is here reprinted ; but for its archness, its humour, 
its agreeable description, and the writer's thoughtful humanity. 



To sound the praise of merit, ere it dies : 
Such as I oft have chaunoed to espy. 
Lost in the dreary shades of dull obscurity. 

In every viLage mark'd with little spire, 
Erabower'd in trees, and hardly known to fame, ' 
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There dwells, in lowly shed and mean attire, 
A matron old, whom we Schoolmistress name ; 
Who boasts unruly brats with birch to tame ; 
They grieven sore in piteous durance pent, 
Aw'd by the power of this relentless dame ; 
And oft-times, on vagaries idly bent. 
For unkempt hair, or task unconn'd, are sorely shent. 

And all in sight doth rise a birchen tree. 
Which Learning near her little dome did stowe 
Whilom a twig of small regard to see. 
Though now so wide its waving branches flow 
And work the siniple vassals mickle woe ; 
For not a wind might curl the leaves that blew, 
But their limbs shudder 'd, and their pulse beat low. 
And as they look'd, they found their horror grew, 
And shap'd it into rods, and tingled at the view. 

So have I seen (who has not, may conceive) 
A lifeless phantom near a garden plac'd ; 
So doth it wanton birds of peace bereave, 
Of sport, of song, of pleasure, of repast ; 
They start, they stare, they wheel, they look aghast ; 
Sad servitude! such comfortless, annoy 
May no bold Briton's riper age e'er taste ! 
Ne superstition clog his chance of joy, 
Ne vision empty, vain, his native bliss destroy. 

Near to this dome is found a patch so green. 
On which the tribe their gambols do display ; 
And at the door imprisoning board is seen, 
Lest weakly wights of smaller size should stray, 
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Eager, perdie, to bask in sunny day ! 
The noises intermix 'd, which thence resound, 
Do learning's little tenement betray ; 
Where sits the dame, disguis'd in look profound, 
And eyes her fairy throng, and turns her wheel around. 

Her cap, far whiter than the driven snow. 
Emblem right meet of decency does yield : 
Her apron, dy'd in grain, is blvie, I trowe, 
As is the harebell that adorns the field : 
And in her hand, for sceptre, she does wield 
Tway birchen sprays with anxious fear entwin'd, 
With dark distrust, and sad repentance fill'd. 
And stedfast hate, and sharp affliction join 'd, 
And fury uncontroul'd, and chastisement unkind.* 

Few but have ken'd, in semblance meet pour tray 'd, 
The childish faces of old Eol's train, 
Libs, Notus, Auster ; f these in frowns array 'd, 
How then would fare or earth, or sky, or main, 
Were the stem god to give his flaws the rein ? 
And were not she rebellious breasts to quell, 
And were not she her statutes to maintain. 
The cot no more, I ween, were deem'd the cell. 
Where comely peace of mind and decent order dwell. 

A russet stole was o'er her shoulders thrown ; 
A russet kirtle fenc'd the nipping air ; 
'Twas simple russet, but it was her own ; 
T was her own country bred the flock so fair ; 

* A memorial of the tremendous ingredients that composed the thunderbolts 
of Jupiter. 

4- The winds, in the likeness of children, puffing and blowing in the corners 
of old maps. 
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Twas her own labour did the fleece prepare ; 
And, sooth to say, her pupils, rang'd around. 
Through pious awe did term it passing rare ; 
For they in gaping wonderment abound, 
And think, no doubt, she been the greatest wight on ground. 

Albeit ne flattery did corrupt her truth, 
Ne pompous title did debauch her ear ; 
Goody, good- woman, gossip, n'aunt, forsooth. 
Or dame, the sole additions she did hear ; 
Yet these she challeng'd, these she held right dear ; 
Ne would esteem him act as mought behove. 
Who should not honour 'd eld with these revere ; 
For never title yet so mean could prove, 
But there was eke a mind which did that title love. 

One ancient hen she took delight to feed, 
The plodding pattern of the busy dame ; 
Which, ever and anon, impel^d by need, 
Into her school, begirt with chickens, came ; 
Such favour did her past deportment claim ; 
And if neglect had lavish'd on the ground 
Fragment of bread, she would collect the same ; 
For well she knew, and quaintly could expound. 
What sin it were to waste the smallest crumb she found. 

Herbs, too, she knew, and well of each could speak, 
That in her garden sipp'd the silvery dew ; 
Where no vain flower disclos'd a gaudy streak ; 
But herbs for use and physic not a few. 
Of grey renown, within those borders grew ; 
The tufted basil, pun-provoking thyme. 
Fresh baum, and marygold of cheerful hue : 
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The lowly gill,* that never dares to climh ; 
And more I fain would sing, disdaining here to rhyme. 

Yet euphrasy may not be left unsung. 
That gives dim eyes to wander leagues around ; 
And pungent radish, biting infant's tongue ; 
And plaintain ribb'd, that heals the reaper's wound ; 
And marjoram sweet, in shepherd's posie found ; 
And lavender, whose spikes of azure bloom 
Shall be ere-while in arid bundles bou^id. 
To lurk amidst the labours of her loom, 
And crown her kerchiefs clean with mickle rare perfume ; 

And here trim rosemarine, that whilom crown 'd 
The daintiest garden of the proudest peer. 
Ere, driven from its envy'd site, it found 
A sacred shelter for its branches here, 
Where edg'd with gold its glittering skirts appear. 
Oh wassel days ! customs meet and well, 
Ere this was banish 'd from its lofty sphere ! 
Simplicity then sought this humble cell. 
Nor ever would she more with thane and lordling dwell.f 

Here oft the dame, on Sabbath's decent eve, 
Hymned such psalms as Stemhold forth did mete ; 
If winter 'twere, she to her hearth did cleave, 
But in her garden found a summer-seat : 
Sweet melody ! to hear her then repeat 
How Israel's sons, beneath a foreign king. 
While taunting foemen did a song entreat, 

♦ Ground-ivy. 

+ Rosemary was in great request as a flavourer of wine and ale, and lience 
it is associated by the poet with the wassail-bowl of old times. 
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All for the nonce, untuning every string, 
Uphung their useless lyres — small heart had they to sing. 

For she was just, and friend to virtuous lore. 
And pass'd much time in truly virtuous deed ; 
And in those elfins' ears would oft deplore 
The times when Truth by Popish rage did bleed, 
And tortuous death was true devotion's meed, 
And simple faith in iron chains did mourn, 
That nould on wooden image place her creed ; 
And lawny saints in smouldering flames did bum : 
Ah ! dearest lord, forefend, thilk days should e'er return. 

In elbow chair, like that of Scottish stem 
By the sharp tooth of cankering eld defac'd, 
In which, when he receives his diadem. 
Our sovereign prince and liefest liege is plac'd. 
The matron sate ; and some with rank she grac 'd, 
(The source of children's and of courtiers' pride !) 
Redress'd afiPronts (for vile afironts there pass 'd) 
And warn 'd them not the fretful to deride. 
But love each other dear, whatever them betide. 

Right well she knew each temper to descry, 
To thwart the proud, and the submiss to raise ; 
Some with vile copper-prize exalt on high. 
And some entice with pittance small of praise ; 
And other some with baleful sprig she frays ; 
Ev'n absent, she the reins of power doth hold. 
While with quaint arts the giddy crowd she sways ; 
Forewarn 'd if little bird their pranks behold, 
'T will whisper in her ear, and all the scene unfold. 
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Lo ! now with state she utters the command ; 
Eftsoons the urchms to their tasks repair ; 
Their books of statui'e small they take in hand, 
Which with pellucid horn secured are, 
To save from finger wet the letters fair ; 
The work so gay, that on their baxjk is seen, 
St. George's high atchievements does declare ; 
On which thilk wight that has y-gazing been, 
Kens the forthcoming rod ; — unpleasing sight,- 1 ween. 

All luckless he, and bom beneath the beam 
Of evil star ! it irks me whilst I write ! 
As erst the bard by MuUa's silver stream,* 
Oft as he told of deadly dolorous plight, 
Sigh'd as he sung, and did in tears indite. 
For, brandishing the rod, she doth begin 
To loose the brogues, the strjpling s late delight I 
And down they drop. Appears his dainty skin, 
Fair as the furry coat of whitest ermilin. 

O ruthful scene ! when from a nook obscure 
His little sister doth his peril see : 
All playful as she sate, she grows demure : 
She finds all soon her wonted spirits flee ; 
She meditates a prayer to set him free ; 
Nor gentle pardon could this dame deny 
(If gentle pardon did with dames agree) 
To her sad grief, which swells in either eye, 
And wrings her so that all for pity she could die. 

No longer can she now her shrieks command. 
And hardly she forbears, through awful fear, 

* Spenser. Mulla (Mole) is the river by which he dwelt in Ireland. 



1 
I 
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To rusben forth, and, with presumptuous hand, 
To stay harsh justice in his mid-career. 
On thee she calls, on thee her parent dear ! 
(Ah ! too remote to ward the shameful blow !) 
She sees no kind domestic visage near, 
And soon a flood of tears begins to flow, 
And gives a loose at last to unavailing woe. 

But ah ! what pen his piteous plight may trace ? 
Or what device his loud laments explain ? 
The form uncouth of his disguised face ? 
The pallid hue that dyes his looks amain ? 
The plenteous shower that does his cheek distain ? 
When he in abject wise implores the dame, 
Ne hopeth aught of sweet reprieve to gain ; 
Or when from high she levels well her aim, 
And through the thatch his cries each Mling stroke 
proclaim. 

The other tribe, aghast, with sore dismay, 
Attend, and con their tasks with mickle care : 
By turns, astonied, every twig survey, 
And from their fellow's hateful wounds beware, 
Knowing, I wis, how each the same may share, , 
Till fear has taught them a performance meet, 
And to the well-known chest the dame repair. 
Whence oft with sugar 'd cates she doth them greet, 
And ginger-bread y-rare ; now, certes, doubly sweet. 

See to their seats they hie with merry glee, 
And in beseemly order sitten there ; 
All but the wight of flesh y-gall^d ;— he 
Abhorreth bench, and stool, and' fourm, and chair ; 
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(This hand in mouth y-fix'd, that rends his hair;) 
And eke with snuhs profound, and heaving breast. 
Convulsions intermitting, doth declare 
His grievous wrong, his dame's unjust behest ; 
And scorns her offered love, and shuns to be caress'd. 

His face besprent with liquid chrystal shines, 
His blooming face, that seems a purple flower, 
Which low to earth its drooping head declines, 
All smear 'd and sullied by a vernal shower. 
the hard bosoms of despotic Power I 
All, all but she, the author of his shame, 
All, all but she, regret this mournful hour ; 
Yet hence the youth, and hence the flower, shall claim. 
If so I deem aright, transcending worth and fame. 

Behind some door in melancholy thought. 
Mindless of food, he, dreary caitiff! pines ; 
Ne for his fellows' joyance careth aught. 
But to the wind all merriment resigns, 
And deems it shame if he to peace inclines ; 
And many a sullen look askance is sent, 
Which for his dame's annoyance he designs ; , 
And still the more to pleasure him she 's bent, 
The more doth he, perverse, her 'haviour past resent. 

Ah me ! how much I fear lest pride it be ! 
But if that pride it be, which thus inspires. 
Beware, ye dames, with nice discernment see 
Ye quench not, too, the sparks of nobler fires : 
Ah 1 better far than all the Muse's lyres. 
All coward arts, is valour's generous heat ; 
The firm fixt breast, which fit and right requires, 
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Like Vernon's patriot soul,* more justly great 
Than craft that pimps for ill, or flowery false deceit. 

Yet, nurs'd with skill, what dazzling fruits appear ! 
Ev'n now sagacious foresight points to show 
A little hench of heedless bishops here. 
And there a chancellor in embryo, 
Or bard sublime (if bard may e 'er be so) 
As Milton, Shakspeare, names that ne'er shall die, 
Though now he crawl along the earth so low. 
Nor, weeting how the Muse should soar on high, 
Wisheth, poor starveling elf ! his paper kite may fly. 

And this perhaps, who, censuring the design, 
Low lays the house which that of cards doth build, 
Shall Dennis be,t if rigid fate incline, 
And many an epic to his rage shall yield ; 
And many a poet quit the Aonian field ; 
And, sour'd by age, profound he shall appear 
As he who now, with 'sdainful fury thrill'd. 
Surveys mine work, and levels many a sneer. 
And furls his wrinkly front, and cries, " What stuff is here ?' 

But now Don Phoebus gains the middle skie, 
And liberty unbars her prison-door. 
And like a rushing torrent out they fly. 
And now the grassy cirque han covered o 'er 
With boisterous revel-rout and wild uproar ; 
A thousand ways in wanton rings they run ; 
Heaven shield their short-liv 'd pastimes, I implore I 

• Admiral Vemon, the conqueror of Porto Bello. 
•f The famoiis marling critic. 
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For well may Freedom, erst so dearly won, 
Appear to Britisli elf more gladsome than the smi. 

Enjoy, poor imps ! enjoy your sportive trade, 
And chace gay flies, and cull the fairest flowers ; 
For when my bones in grass-green sods are laid, 
Then never may ye taste more careless hours 
In knightly castles or in ladies' bowers. 
vain to seek delight in earthly things ! 
But most in courts, where proud ambition towers. 
Deluded Avight ! who weens fair peace can spring 
Beneath the pompous dome of kesar or of king. 

See in each sprite some various bent appear 1 
These rudely carol most incondite lay ; 
Those, sauntering on the green with jocund leer. 
Salute the stranger passing on his way ; 
Some builden fragile tenements of clay ; 
Some to the standing lake their courses bend. 
With pebbles smooth at duck and drake to play ; 
Thilk to the huxter's savory cottage tend. 
In pastry kings and queens th' allotted mite to spend 

Here as each season yields a different store. 
Each season's stores in order ranged been ; 
Apples with cabbage-net y-cover'd o'er, 
Galling full sore th' unmoney'd wight are seen ; 
And gooseb'rie, clad in livery red and green ; 
And here, of lovely dye, the Catherine pear ; 
Fine pear ! as lovely for thy juice, I ween ; 
may no wight e'er pennyless come there, 
Lest smit with ardent love he pine with hopeless care. 

c 
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See ! — Cherries here, ere cherries yet alx)und. 
With thread so white in tempting posies ty'd. 
Scattering like blooming maid their glances round. 
With pamper*d look draw little eyes aside, 
And must be bought, though penuiy betide. 
The plum all azure, and the nut all brown. 
And here, each season, do those cakes abide. 
Whose honour'd names th* inventive city own. 
Rendering through Britain*s isle Salopia*s praises known.* 

Admir*d Salopia ! that with venial pride 
Eyes her bright form in Severn's ambient wave, 
Fam *d for her loyal cares in perils try'd,t 
Her daughters lovely, and her striplings brave ; 
Ah ! midst the rest, may flowers adorn his grave. 
Whose art did first these dulcet cates display ; 
A motive fair to Learning's imps he gave. 
Who cheerless o'er her darkling region stray, 
Till Reason's mom arise, and light them on their way. 

* Shrewsbury cakes. 

•f Shrewsbmy, the capital of Shenstone's native county, was devoted to the 
cause of Charles the First. 





GROWN SCHOOLBOYS. 

A LETTER FROM HORACE WALPOI.E TO HIS FRIEND 

GEORGE MONTAGU. 

EORGE MONTAGU, one of Horace Wal- 
pole's schoolfellows at Eton, was of the Hali- 
fax branch of the family of that name. He 
became Member of Parliament for Northamp- 
ton, and Private Secretary to Lord North 
while Chancellor of the Exchequer. 

Walpole, who was now at Cambridge, in 
his nineteenth year, does not write so correctly as he did after- 
wards ; yet the germ of his wit is very evident in this letter ; 
also, of his foppery or effeminacy ; and some may think,^of his 
alleged heartlessness. A wit he was of the first water ; effeminate 
too, no doubt, though he prided himself on his open-breasted 
waistcoats in his old age, and possessed exquisite good sense and 
discernment, where party-feelings did not blind him. But of the 
charge of heartlessness, his zeal and painstaking m behalf of a 
hundred people, and his beautiful letter to his friend Conway in 
particular, o^Bring, in a way not to be doubted, to share his 
fortune with him (see Correspondence, vol. i. p. 358), ought to 
acquit him by acclamation. 

The letter, here presented to the reader, is (with some quali- 
fication as to prettiness of manner) a perfect exhibition of the 
thoughts and feelings that go through the mind of a romantic 
schoolboy. How good is his wishing to have had a kingdom, 
** only for the pleasure of being driven from it, and living 
disguised in an hii^rnble vale! " 



Kino's Collkob, May 6th, 1730. 

Dear George, 

I agree with you entirely in the pleasure you take 

in talking over old stories, but can't say but I meet every day 

with new circumstances, which will be still more pleasure to 

me to recollect. I think at our age 'tis excess of joy, to think, 

c 2 
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while we are. running over past happinesses, that it is still 
in our power to enjoy as great. Narrations of the greatest 
actions of other people are tedious in comparison of the 
serious trifles that every man can call to mind of himself 
while he was learning those histories. Youthful passages 
of life are the chippings of Pitt's diamond, set into little 
heart-rings with mottos ; the stone itself more worth, the 
filings more gentle and agreeahle. Alex.ander, at the head 
of the world, never tasted the true pleasure that hoys of 
his own age have enjoyed at the head of a school. Little 
intrigues, little schemes, and policies engage their thoughts ; 
and at the same time that they are laying the foundations 
for their middle age of life, the mimic repuhlic they live in 
furnishes materials of conversation for their latter age; 
and old men cannot he said to he children a second time 
^vith greater truth from any one cause, than their living 
over again their childhood in imagination. To reflect on 
the season when first they felt the titillation of love, the 
budding passions, and the first dear object of their wishes ! 
how unexperienced they gave credit to all the tales of 
roma»tic loves ! Dear George, were not the playing 
fields at Eton food for all manner of flights? No old 
maid's gown, though it had been tormented into all the 
fashions from King James to King George, ever imderwent 
so many transformations as those poor plains have in my 
idea. At first I was contented with tending a visionary 
flock, and sighing some pastoral name to the echo of the 
cascade under the bridge. How happy should I have been 
to have had a kingdom, only for the pleasure of being 
driven from it, and living disguised in an humble vale! As 
I got further into Virgil and Clelia,* I found myself 

* An old French romance, founded on Roman history. 
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transported from Arcadia to the garden of Italy ; and saw 
Windsor Castle in no other view than the Capitoli immobile 
saxum, * I wish a committee of the House of Commons 
may ever seem to be the senate ; or a bill appear half so 
agreeable as a billet-doux. You see how deep you have 
carried me into old stories ; I write of them with pleasure, 
but shall talk of them with more to you. I can't say I am 
sorry I was never quite a schoolboy : an expedition against 
bargemen, or a match at cricket, may be very pretty things 
to recollect ; but, thank my stars, I can remember things 
that are very near as pretty. The beginning of my Roman 
history was spent in the asylum, f or conversing in Egeria's 
hallowed grove; not in thumping and punmielling King 
Amulius's herdsmen. I was sometimes troubled with a 
rough creature or two from the plough ; one that, one 
should have thought, had worked with his head, as well as 
his hands, they were both so callous. One of the most 
agreeable circumstances I can recollect is the Triumvirate, 
composed of yourself, Charles, I and 

Your sincere Friend. 



* " The impiovable rock of the Capitol." 

•f The infant city of Rome, when it was a refuge for offenders. 

t Charles Montagu, brother of George, afterwards a general in the army. 
Another of these schoolboy coteries was called the Quadruple Alliance, and 
consisted of Walpole, Gray, West, and Ashton (afterwards a clergyman). 
Walpole's schoolfellows gave themselves names out of the classics and old 
romances, such as Tydeus, Plato, Oroondates, and Almanzor. Such things 
have always been going on in schools, and always will as long as schools 
continue to be worth anything at all, and cultivate a respect for generous and 
exalted sentiments. 



ODE ON SOLITUDE. 

WRITTEN BY POPE AT TWEI.TE lEABS OF AGE. 

OPE never wrote more agreeable or well-tuned 

k verses tlmn this interesting effosion of his boy- 

' hood. Indeed there ie an intJmBtion of sweetness 

\ and varietj in the vereiflcatioo, which was not 

borne out afterwaj^ bj his boasted smoothnees : 

nor can we help thinking, that had the author of 

the Ode on SolituiU arisen in legs artificial times, he 

would have turned out to be a still finer poet thanhe 

was. But the reputation which he easHy aeqiiired 

for wit and critiiasni, the recent hme of Dryden, and perhaps 

even his Uttle warped and fragile person, t^nptod him to accept 

such power over his contemporaries as he could Boonest realize. 

It is observable that Pope never repeated the fonn of verse 

in which this poem is written. It might have reminded biin of 

a mudcal feeling he had lost, All the little concluding lines' of 

the stanzas have a spirited yet touching modulation, very 

unusual with him afterwards;— 
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The closeness and straightforwardness of the style are remark- 
able in so young a writer, and singularly announce his future 
conciseness. The reader smiles to think of the unambitious 
wish expressed in the final stanza; yet it is pleasant to con- 
sider that the youthful poet remained true to his love of the 
country all his life ; and still more pleasant, that he was rich 
enough to indulge it. The Ode was probably written at Binfield 
in Windsor Forest, when he was a happy child, living with his 
father and mother, and feeling the first delighted power of 
making verses, in scenery fitted to inspire them. 

TTAPPY the man whose wish and care 

A few paternal acres bound, 
Content to breathe his native air 

In his own ground : 
Whose herds with milk, whose fields with bread, 

Whose flocks supply him with attire, 
Whose trees in summer yield him shade. 

In winter fire. 
Blest who can unconcem'dly find 

Hours, days, and years slide soft away, 
In health of body, peace of mind. 

Quiet by day, * 

Soimd sleep by night ; study and ease. 
Together mix'd ; sweet recreation ; 
And innocence, which most does please 

With meditation. 
Thus let me Kve, unseen, unknown ; 

Thus unlamented let me die ; 
Steal from the world, and not a stone 

Tell where I lie. 



SIE BERTRAND.— A FRAGMENT. 

BY DR. AIKIN. 

TF we may judge of others* impressions by our own, and have 

not been led to overrate the merit of this Fragment by early 

associations, there is nothing perused in boyhood which is 

of a nature to remain longer in the recollection, or to link itself 

more strongly with analogous ideas. The tolling bell, the 

bloody stump of the arm, the lady who addresses the knight 

"in these words" (not related), and above all, the "dreary 

moors" at the commencement, and the light seen at a distance, 

have recurred, we think, oftener to memory in the course ot 

our life than any other passages in books, with the exception 

of some in Gray, Spenser, and the Arabian Nights. We cannot 

read them to this day without feehng a sort of thrilling and 

desolate evening gloom fall upon our mind ; nor can we ever 

see a piece of moorland, or a distant light at the close of day, 

without thinking of them. The finest poetry has only added to 

their impression ; not displaced it. The ** woulds" that Sir 

Bertrand crosses, are precisely those in which the ear listens at 

evening to 

" Undescrib^d sounds, 

That come a>swooning over hollow grounds, 

And wither drearily on barren moors." 

Dr. Aikin was a writer from whom this effusion was hardly 
to have been looked for. He was bred in a limited and some- 
what formal school of taste, and was no very sensitive critic ; 
but a good deal of enthusiasm was repressed in him by circum- 
stances ; and he was brother of an undoubted and fervid woman 
of genius, Mrs. Barbauld. There was more in the Aikin family 
than academical and sectarian connexions suffered to come out 
of it. 



J moon giTCB a taint glimmering ot ligbt tbrougb tue 
f thick black clouds of a louring sky. Now and then she 
emerged in full splendour from her veil, and then instantly 
retired behind it, having just served to give the forlorn Sir 
Bertrand a wide extended prospect over the desolate waste. 
Hope and native courage anhile urged him to push forwards, 
but at length the increasing darkness and fatigue of body end 
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mind oYercame him ; he dreaded moving from the ground 
he stood on, for fear of unknown pits and bogs ; and alight- 
ing from his horse in despair, he threw hhnself on the 
ground. He had not long continued in that posture when the 
sullen toll of a distant bell struck his ears — ^he started up, 
and turning towards the sound, discerned a dim twinkling 
light. Instantly he seized his horse's bridle, and with 
cautious steps advanced towards it. After a painful march 
he was stopt by a moated ditch surrounding the place from 
whence the light proceeded ; and by a momentary glimpse 
of moon-light he had a full view of a large antique mansion, 
with turrets at the comers, and an ample porch in the 
centre. The injuries of time were strongly marked on 
everything about it. The roof in various places was fallen 
in, the battlements were half demolished, and the windows 
broken and dismantled. A draw-bridge, with a ruinous 
gate-way at each end, led to the court before the bmlding. 
He entered ; and instantly the light, which proceeded from 
a window in one of the turrets, glided along and vanished ; 
at the same moment the moon simk beneath a black cloud, 
and the night was darker than ever. All was silent. — 
Sir Bertrand fastened his steed under a shed, and approach- 
ing the house, traversed its whole front with light and slow 
footsteps. — All was still as death. — He looked in at the lower 
windows, but could not distinguish a single object through 
th« impenetrable gloom. After a short parley with himself, 
he entered the porch, and seizing a massy iron knocker at 
the gate, lifted it up, and, hesitating, at length struck a loud 
stroke. — The noise resounded through the whole mansion 
with hollow echoes. — All was still again — ^he repeated 
the strokes more boldly and loudly — another interval 
ensued — a third time he knocked, and a third time all was 
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still. He then fell hack to some distance, that he might 
discern whether any light could be seen in the whole front. 
It again appeared in the same place, and quickly glided 
away as before — at the same instant a deep sullen toll 
sounded from the turret. Sir Bertrand's heart made a 
fearful stop — he was awhile motionless ; then terror 
impelled him to make some hasty steps towards his steed 
— but shame stopt his flight ; and urged by honour and a 
resistless desire of finishing the adventure, he returned to the 
porch ; and working up his soul to a full steadiness of 
resolution, he drew forth his sword with one hand, and with 
the other lifted up the latch of the gate. The heavy door, 
creaking upon its hinges, reluctantly yielded to his hand — 
he applied his shoulder to it, and forced it open — he 
quitted it, and stepped forward— the door instantly shut 
with a thundering clap. Sir Bertrand's blood was chilled 
— ^he turned back to find the door, and it was long 
ere his trembling hands could seize it: but his utmost 
strength could not open it again. After several in- 
effectual attempts, he looked behind him, and beheld, 
across a hall, upon a large staircase, a pale bluish flame 
which cast a dismal gleam of light around. He again sum- 
moned forth his courage, and advanced towards it. It 
retired. He came to the foot of the stairs, and after a 
moment's deliberation ascended. He went slowly up, the 
flame retiring before him, till he came to a wide gallery. 
The flame proceeded along it, and he followed in silent 
horror, treading lightly, for the echoes of his footsteps 
startled him. It led him to the foot of another stkircase, 
and then vanished. At the. same instant another toll sounded 
from the turret — Sir Bertrand felt it strike upon his heart. 
He was now in total darkness, and with his arms extended; 
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began to ascend the second staircase. A dead cold hand 
met his left hand, and firmly grasped it, drawing 
him forcibly forwards — he endeavoured to disengage him- 
self, but could not — he made a furious blow with his sword, 
and instantly a loud shriek pierced his ears, and the dead 
hand was left powerless with his — He dropt it, and rushed 
forward with a desperate valour. The stairs were narrow 
and winding, and interrupted by frequent breaches, and 
loose fragments of stone. The stair-case grew narrower 
and narrower, and at length terminated in^ low iron grate. 
Sir Bertrand pushed it open — it led to an intricate winding 
passage, just large enough to admit a person upon his 
hands and knees. A faint glimmering of light served 
to show the nature of the place. Sir Bertrand entered. A 
deep hollow groan resounded from a distance through the 
vault. He went forwards, and proceeding beyond the first 
turning, he discerned the same blue flame which had 
before conducted him. He followed it. The vault at 
length suddenly opened into a lofty gallery, in the midst of 
which a figure appeared, completely armed, thrusting 
forwards the bloody stump of an arm with a terrible frown 
and menacing gesture, and brandishing a sword in his 
hand. Sir Bertrand undauntedly sprung forwards, and 
aiming a fierce blow at the figure, it instantly vanished, 
letting fall a massy iron key. The flame now rested upon 
a pair of ample folding-doors at the end of the gallery. Sir 
Bertrand went up to it, and applied the key to a brazen 
lock — with difficulty he turned the bolt — instantly the 
doors flew open, and discovered a large apartment, at the 
end of which was a coffin rested upon a bier, with a taper 
• burning upon each side of it. Along the room on both sides 
were gigantic statues of black marble, attired in the Moorish 
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habit, and holding enormous sabres in their right hands. 
Each of them reared his arm, and advanced one leg 
forwards, as the knight entered ; at the same moment the 
lid of the coffin flew open, and the bell tolled. The flame 
still glided forwards, and Sir Bertrand resolutely followed, 
till he arrived within six paces of the coffin. Suddenly, a 
lady in a shroud and black veil rose up in it, and stretched 
out her arms towards him ; at the same time the statues 
clashed their sabres and advanced. Sir Bertrand flew to 
the lady' and clasped her in his arms — she threw up her 
veil and kissed his lips ; and instantly the whole building 
shook as with an earthquake, and fell asunder with a 
horrible crash. Sir Bertrand was thrown into a sudden 
trance, and on recovering, found himself seated on a velvet 
sofa, in the most magnificent room he had ever seen, lighted 
with innumerable tapers, in lustres of pure chrystal. A 
sumptuous banquet was set in the middle. The doors 
opening to soft music, a lady of incomparable beauty, 
attired with amazing splendour, entered, surrounded by 
a troop of gay nymphs more fair than the Graces. She ad- 
vanced to the knight, and falling on her knees thanked him 
as her deliverer. The nymphs placed a garland of laurel 
upon his head, and the lady led him by the hand to the 
banquet, and sat beside him. The nymphs placed them- 
selves at the table, and a numerous train of servants enter- 
ing, served up the feast, delicious music playing all the time. 
Sir Bertrand could not speak for astonishment — he could only 
return their honours by courteous looks and gestures. After 
the banquet was finished, all retired but the lady, who 
leading back the knight to the sofa, addressed him in these 
words : 




ROBINSON CRUSOE. 

THE KITE P0IMT8 IN HIS HISTOBIT. 

EBSE ai« Crusoe's loneliness, his 
vances how to live, his discovery of 
rk on the sea-shore, his first eight of 
d his ohtainment of a companion and 
y. Thesecond, though the least sur- 
ne most hahitually felt hy the reader ; 
9t thinks of. It is indeed the main 
c. But, as its interest spreads over 
the greater part of it, and could only be duly represented bj 
copious extracts (minuteness of detail being necessary to do 
justice to its ingenuity and perseverance) it would have occu- 
pied too large a share of these pages. The lesser quantity 
and more startling quality of the other points render them ob- 
viously fittest for selection. The looelinesB, which is in itself a 
oru-neii, can he well enough represeated by one impressive 
extract ; the footmark is essentially ooe (never was there a finer 
mtiqaej ; the first sight of the savages is of the same brief and 
independent order of interest ; and two " man Fridays" are not 
in the repons of possibility. Peter Wilkins's "man Friday" 
was obliged to be turned into a woman, and Philip Quarll'e into 
a monkey. 

Robinson Crusoe is understood to be founded on the real 
history of Alexander Selkirk, a aununary of which, charmingly 
written, was given to the public by Steele. The greatest genius 
might have been proud to paint a picture after that sketch. Yet 
we are not sure that Selkirk's adventure was not an injury, 
instead of a benefit to De Foe. A benefit it undoubtedly was, to 
him and to all of us, if it was required in order to put the thought 
into De Foe's bead; but what we mean is, that the worid would 
probably have had the fiction, whether the fact had existed or 
not. Desert islands and caat-away mariners existed before 
Selkirk : children have played at hermits and house-building, 
even before they read Robinson Crusoe ; and the whole inimi- 
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table romance would have required but a glance of De Foe's 
eye upon a child at play, or at a page in an old book of voyages, 
or even at his own restless and isolated thoughts. This is a 
conjecture, however, impossible to prove ; and we only throw 
it out in justice to an original genius. Afl«r all, it would 
make little difference ; for Selkirk was not Crusoe, nor did he 
see the ghost of a human footstep, nor obtain a man Friday. 
The inhabitant of the island was De Foe himself. 

May we add, nevertheless, that when De Foe thought himself 
most himself, he was least clever and least pleasant? We were 
not so disappointed with the Second ^art of Crusoe as we ex- 
pected to be, when we read the book over again the other day, 
but still it is very inferior ; not wanted ; not even of a piece ; 
for Crusoe's isolation is the charm. Who cares, after that, for 
a common settlement? We dread even the remaining of the 
savages on the island ; not for fear they should eat Robinson, 
but lest they should become friends with him, and make up a 
dinner-party. Man Friday is quite enough. He is single and 
subordinate, and does but administer to the superiority of his 
master. • 

De Foe did better with one person than with many. He was 
a very honest man, and very good at conceiving matters of fact; 
but is is cmious to see how impossible he finds it, even in a 
fiction, to present anything to his imagination which does not 
come palpably home to a man's worldly or other-worldly interest 
and importance ; and how fond he is, whether alone or in com- 
pany, of being all in all ; of playing the '* monarch of all he 
surveys," and dictating people's religion and politics to them 
the moment he catches a listener. He was the prose half of as 
inventive a genius as ever existed : and his footstep on the sea- 
shore has left its mark within the borders of the greatest poetry; 
but it originated, so to speak, in the same intense spirit of self- 
reference. It was the one isolated Robinson Crusoe reflected by 
some one other tremendous individual, come to contest with him 
his safety and his independence. The abstract idea of a multi- 
tude followed it ; but what would their presence have been in 
comparison? What would a thousand footsteps have been? 
The face of things would have been changed at once, and 
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Crusoe's face have no longer matched it. All the savages after- 
wards never tread out that footmark : nor does Crusoe allow them 
to remain, and run the chance of it. 

It is observahle, that De Foe never invented a hero to write 
about greater than himself; while, at the same time, he willingly 
recorded such as were inferior. No rogue or vagabond came 
amiss to him, any more than a mariner or a merchant. And it 
is curious to consider how heartily such a minute dealer in matter 
of fact could set about telling a lie ;— at least what a deliberate 
and successful one he told about the Ghost of Mrs, Veal; a 
long-credited fiction which he invented at the request of a book- 
seller, in order to sell a devout publication. His History of the 
Plague was long considered equally true, and reaped a like suc- 
cess. But the fact is, it is a mistake to suppose De Foe a lover 
of truth in any other sense than that of a workman's love for 
his tools, or for any other purpose than that of a masterly use 
of it, and a consciousness of the mastery. We do not mean to 
dispute his veracity between man and man : though his peculiar 
genius may not have been without its recommendation of him to 
that secret government agency in which he was at one time em- 
ployed under his hero, William the Third. But the singularly 
material and mechanical nature of that genius, great as it was, 
while it hindered him from missing no impressions which could 
be made personally on himself as a creature of flesh and blood, 
kept him unembarrassed with any of the more perplexing truths 
suggested by too much thought and by imaginations poetical ; 
and hence it is, that defect itself conspired to perfect and keep 
clear his astonishing impress of matter of fact, and render him 
an object of admiration, great, but not of an exalted kind. De 
Foe was in one respect as unvulgar a man as can be conceived ; 
nobody but Swift could have surpassed him in such a work as 
Robinson Crusoe; yet we cannot conceal from ourselves, that 
something vulgar adheres to our idea of the author of MoU 
Flanders f the Complete English Tradesman^ and even of Robin- 
son himself. He has no music, no thorough style, no accom- 
plishments, no love ; but he can make wonderfid shift without 
them all ; was great in the company of man Friday ; and he has 
rendered his shipwrecked solitary immortal. 



X am divided crom man- 
kiud, a solitary, one baniahed 
fi'om human society. 

I have no clothes to cover 



But I am not starved and 
perishing on a barren place, 
affording no Buatenance. 

But I am in an hot cli- 
mate, where, if I had clothes, 
I could hardlj wear them. 
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I am without any defence But I am cast upon an 

or means to resist anj vio- island where I see no vdld 
lence of man or beast beasts to hurt me, as I saw 

on the coast of Africa ; and 
what if I had been ship- 
wrecked there ? 
I have no soul to speak But God wonderfallj sent 

to or relieye me.. the ship in, near enough to 

the shore, that I hare gotten 
out so many necessary things, 
as will either supply my wants 
or enable me to supply my- 
self, even as long as I live. 
Upon the whole, here was an undoubted testimony that 
there was scarce any condition in the world so miserable, 
but there was something negative, or something positive, to 
be thankful in it ; and let this stand as a direction from the 
experience of the most miserable of all conditions in this 
world, that we may always find in it something to comfort 
ourselves from, and to set, in the description of good and 
evil, on the credit side of the account. 

You are to understand that I now had, as I may call it, 
two plantations in the island : one, my little fortification or 
tent, with the wall about it, under the rock, with the cave 
behind me, which by this time I had enlarged into several 
apartments or caves, one within another. One of these, which 
was the driest and largest, and had a door out beyond my 
wall or fortification, that is to say, beyond where my wall 
joined to the rock, was all filled up with the large earthen 
pots, of which I have given an account, and with fourteen or 
fifteen great baskets, which would hold five or six bushels 
each, where I laid up my stores of provision, especially my 
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com ; some in the ear, cut off short from the straw, and 
the other rubbed out with my hand. 

As for my wall, made, as before, with long stakes or 
piles, those piles grew all like trees, and were by this time 
grown so big, and spread so very much, that there was not 
the least appearance, to any one's view, of any habitation 
behind them. 

Near this dwelling of mine, but a little farther within 
the land, and upon lower ground, lay my two pieces of corn- 
ground ; which I kept duly cultivated and sowed, and which 
duly yielded me their harvest in its season ; and whenever I 
had occasion for more com, I had more land adjoining as fit 
as that. 

Besides this, I had my country-seat, and I had now a 
tolerable plantation there also; for first, I had my little 
bower, as I called it, which I kept in repair ; that is to say, 
I kept the hedge which circled it in constantly fitted up 
to its usual height, the ladder standing always in the inside ; 
I kept the trees, which at first were no more than my stakes, 
but were now grown very firm and tall ; I kept them always 
80 cut, that they might spread and grow thick and wild, and 
make the more agreeable shade, which they did effectually 
to my ndnd. In the middle of this I had my tent always 
standing, being a piece of a sail spread over poles set up for 
that purpose, and which never wanted any repair or renew- 
ing ; and under this I had made me a squab or couch, with 
the skins of the creatures I had killed, and with other soft 
things, and a blanket laid on them, such as belonged to our 
sea-bedding, which I had saved, and a great watch-coat to 
cover me ; and here, whenever 1 had occasion to be absent 
from my chief seat, I took up my country habitation. 

Adjoining to this I had my enclosures for my cattle, that 

D 2 
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is to B&jj luj goats ; and as I had taken an inconceivable 
deal of pains to fence and inclose this ground, I was so 
uneasy to see it kept entire, lest the goats should break 
through, that I never left off, tUl with infinite labour I had 
stuck the outside of the hedge so full of small stakes, and so 
near to one another, that it was rather a pale than a hedge, 
and there was scarce room to put a hand through between 
them ; which, afterwards, when those stakes grew, as they 
all did in the next rainy season, made the inclosure strong» 
like a wall ; indeed, stronger than any wall. 

This will testify for me that X was not idle, and that I 
spared no pains to bring to pass whatever appeared necessary 
for my comfortable support ; for I considered, the keeping up 
a breed of tame creatures thus at my hand would be a living 
magazine of flesh, milk, butter, and cheese for me as long as 
I lived in the place, if it were to be forty years ; and that 
keeping them in my reach depended entirely upon my per- 
fecting my inclosures to such a degree, that I might be sure 
of keeping them together : which, by this method, indeed, I 
80 effectually secured, that when these little stakes began to 
grow, I had planted them so very thick, I was forced to pull 
some of them up again. 

In this place also I had my grapes growing, which I 
principally depended on for my winter store of raisins, and 
which I never foiled to preserve very carefully, as the best 
and most agreeable dainty of my whole diet : and, indeed^ 
they were not agreeable only, but physical, wholesome, 
nourishing, and refreshing to the last degree. 

As this was also about half way between my other habita- 
tion and the place where I had laid up my boat, I generally 
staid and lay here in my way thither ; for I used frequently to 
visit my boat, and I kept all things about or belonging to her 
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in very good order ; sometimes I went out in her to divert 
myself, but no more hazardous voyages would I go, nor 
scarce ever above a stone's cast or two from the shore, I was 
80 apprehensive of being hurried out of my knowledge again 
by the currents or winds, or any other accident. But now I 
come to a new scene of my life. 

HE FINDS THE PRINT OP A MAN'S FOOT ON THE SEA-SHORE. 

It happened one day about noon, going towards my bpat, 
I was exceedingly surprised with the print of a man's naked 
foot on the shore, which was very plain to be seen in the 
sand : I stood like one thunderstruck, or as if I had seen an 
apparition; I listened, I looked round me, I could hear 
nothing, nor see anything ; I went up to a rising ground to 
look farther; I went up the shore, and down the shore, 
but it was all one ; I could see no other impression but 
that one. I went to it again to see if there were any 
more, and to observe if it might not be my fancy; but 
there was no room for that, for there was exactly the very 
print of a foot, toes, heel, and every part of a foot ; how 
it came thither I knew not, nor could in the least imagine. 
But after innumerable fluttering thoughts, like a man per- 
fectly confused and out of myself, I came home to my fortifi- 
cation, not feeling, as we say, the ground I went on, but 
terrified to the last degree, looking behind me at every two 
or three steps, mistaking every bush and tree, and feuicying 
every stump at a distance to be a man ; nor is it possible to 
describe how many various shapes an affrighted imagination 
represented things to me in; how many wild ideas were 
formed every moment in my fancy, and what strange 
unaccountable whimsies came into my thoughts by the way I 

When I came to my castle, for so I think I called 
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it ever after this, I fled into it like one pursued ; whether 
I went over by the ladder^ as first contrived, or went 
in at the hole in the rock, which I called a door« I cannot 
remember : for never frighted hare fled to cover, or fox to 
earth, with more terror of mind than I to this retreat. 

I had no sleep that night ; the farther I was from the 
occasion of my fright, the greater my apprehensions were ; 
which is something contrary to the nature of such things, 
and especially to the usual practice of all creatures in fear. 
But I was so embarrassed with my own frightful ideas of 
the thing, that I formed nothing but dismal imaginations to 
myself, even though I was now a great way oflf it. Some- 
times I fancied it must be the devil ; and reason joined 
with me upon this supposition ; for how should any other 
thing in himian shape come into the place ? Where was 
the vessel that brought them ? What marks were t^ere of 
any other footsteps ? and how was it possible a man should 
come there? But then to think that Satan should take 
human shape upon him in such a place, where there could be 
no manner of occasion for it, but to leave the print of his foot 
behind him, and that even for no purpose too (for he could not 
be sure I should see it) ; this was an amazement the other 
way. I considered that the devil might have found out 
abundance of other ways to have terrified me, than this of 
the single print of a foot ; that as I lived quite on the other 
side of the island, he ^ould never have been so simple to 
leave a mark in a place where it was ten thousand to one 
whether I should ever see it or not ; and in the sand too, 
which the first surge of the sea upon an high wind would 
have defaced entirely. All this seemed inconsistent with 
the thing itself, and with all notions we usually entertain of 
the subtlety of the devil. 
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Abundance of such things as these assisted to argue me 
out of all apprehensions of its being the devil ; and I pre- 
sently concluded then, that it must be some more dangerous 
creature, viz., that it must be some of the savages of the 
mainland over against me, who had wandered out to sea in 
their canoes ; and, either driven by the currents, or by con- 
trary winds, had made the island ; and had been on shore, 
but were gone away again to sea, being as loath, perhaps, to 
have staid in this desolate island, as I would have been to 
have had them. 

While these reflections were rolling upon .my mind, I 
was very thankful in my thought, that I was so happy as 
not to be thereabouts at that time, or that they did not see 
my boat, by which they would have concluded that some 
inhabitants had been in the place, and, perhaps, have searched 
further for me. Then terrible thoughts racked my imagi- 
nations about their having found my boat, and that there 
were people here ; and jbhat, if so, I should certainly have 
them come again in greater numbers, and devour me ; that, 
if it should happen so that they should not find me, yet 
they would find my inclosure, destroy all my com, carry away 
all my stock of tame goats, and I should perish at last for 
mere want. 

Thus my fear burnished all my religious hope. All that 
former confidence in God, which was founded upon such 
wonderful experience, as I had had of his goodness, now va- 
nished ; as if he that had fed me by a miracle hitherto, could 
not preserve by his power the provision which he had made 
for me by his goodness. I reproached myself with my easi- 
ness, that would not sow any more com one year than 
would just serve me until the next season, as if no accident 
could intervene to prevent my enjoying the crop that was 
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Upon the ground ; and this I thought so just a reproof, that 
I resolved for the future to have two or three years' com 
beforehand, so that whatever might come, I might not perish 
for want of bread. 

How strange a chequer-work of Providence is the life of 
man ! and by what secret diifering springs are the affections 
hurried about, as differing circumstances present ! To-day 
we love what to-morrow we hate ; to-day we seek what to- 
morrow we shun ; to-day we desire what to-morrow we fear, 
nay, even tremble at the apprehensions of. This was exem- 
plified in me at this time in the most lively manner imagin- 
able; for I, whose only affliction was, that I seemed banished 
from human society ; that I was alone, circumscribed by the 
boundless ocean, cut off from mankind, and condemned to 
what I call a silent life ; that I was as one whom Heaven 
thought not worthy to be numbered among the living, or to 
appear among the rest of his creatures ; that, to have seen 
one of my own species would have seemed to me a raising 
me from death to life, and the greatest blessing that Heaven 
itself, next to the supreme blessing of salvation, could be- 
stow ; I say, that I should now tremble at the very appre- 
hensions of seeing a man, and was ready to sink into the 
ground at but the shadow or silent appearance of a man's 
having set his foot on the island. 



HE SEES SAVAGES IN THE ISLAND, AND 

Ib the middle of these cogitations, apprehenBions, and 
reflections, it came into my thoughts one day, that all this 
might be a mere chimera of my own, and that this foot 
might bo the print of my own foot, when I came on shore 
from my boat. This cheered me tip a little too, and I 
began to persuade myself it was all a delusion ; that it was 
nothing else but my own foot ; and why might not I come 
that way from the boat, as well aa I was going that way to 
the boat ? Agtun I considered also, that I could by no 
means tell for certain where I had trod, and where I had 
not ; and that if at last this was only the print of my own 
foot, I had played the part of those fools who strive to make 
stories of spectres and apparitiona, and then are them- 
selves frighted at them more than anybody else. 
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Now I began to take courage, and to peep abroad again : 
for I had not stirred out of my castle for three days and 
nights, so that I began to starve for provision ; for I had 
little or nothing within doors, but some barley-cakes and 
water. Then I knew that my goats wanted to be milked 
too, -which usually was my evening diversion; and the 
poor creatures were in great pain and inconvenience for 
want of it : and indeed it almost spoiled some of them, and 
almost dried up their milk. 

Heartening 'myself therefore with the belief that this 
was nothing but the print of one of my own feet (and so I 
might be truly said to start at my own shadow) I began to 
go abroad again, and went to my country house to milk my 
flock. But to see with what fear I went forward, how often 
I looked behind me, how I was ready every now and then 
to lay down my basket and run for my life, it would have 
made any one have thought I was haunted with an evil 
conscience, or that I had been lately most terribly frighted; 
and so indeed I had. 

However, as I went down thus two or three days, and 
having seen nothing, I began to be a little bolder, and to 
think there was really nothing in it but my own imagina- 
tion ; but I could not persuade myself fully of this, till I 
should go down to the shore again, and see this print of a 
foot, and measure it by my own, and see if there was any 
similitude or fitness that I might be assured it was my own 
foot: but when I came to the place, first, it appeared 
evidently to me that when I laid up my boat, I coidd not 
possibly be on shore any where thereabouts ; secon^y, 
when I came to meaaure the mark with my own foot, I 
found my foot not so long by a great deal. Both these 
things filled my head with new imaginations, and gave me 
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the vapours again to the highest degree ; sp that I shook 
with cold, like one in an ague; and I went home agedn 
filled with a belief, that some man or men had been on 
shore there ; or in short, that the island was inhabited, and 
I might be surprised before I was aware ; and what course 
to take for my security I knew not. 

About a year and a half after I had entertained these 
notions, and by long musing had, as it were, resolved them 
all into nothing, I was surprised one morning early with 
seeing no less than five canoes all on shore together,^on my 
side the island, and the people who belonged to them all 
landed, and out of my sight. The number of them broke 
all my measures : for seeing so many, and knowing that 
they always came four or six or sometimes more in a boat, 
I could not tell what to think of it, or how to take my 
measures, to attack twenty or thirty men single-handed ; 
so I lay still in my castle, perplexed and discomforted; 
however, I put myself into all the same postures for an 
attack that I had formerly provided, and was just ready for 
action, if anything had presented itself, having waited a 
good while listening to hear if they made any noise. At 
length, being very impatient, I set my guns at the foot of 
my ladder, and clambered up to the top of the hill by my 
two stages as usual; standing so, however, that my head 
did not appear above the hill; so that they could not per- 
ceive me by any means. Here I observed, by the help of 
my perspective glass, that there were no less than thirty in 
number, that they had a fire kindled, and that they had 
meat dressed ; how they cooked it, that I know not, or what 
it was ; but they were all dancing in I know not how many 
barbarous gestures and figures, their own way, round the 
fire. 
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When I was thus looking on them, I perceiyed by my 
perspective two miserable wretches dragged from the boats, 
where it seems they were laid by, and were now brought out 
for the slaughter. I perceived one of them immediately 
fall, being knocked down, I suppose, with a club or wooden 
sword, for that was their way; and two or three others were 
at work immediately, cutting him open for their cookery, 
while the other victim was left standing by himself till 
they should be ready for him. In that very moment, this 
poor wretch seeing himself a little at liberty, nature inspired 
him with hopes of life, and he started away from them, and 
ran along the sands with incredible swiftness directly 
towards me ; I mean towards that part of the coast where 
my habitation was. 

I was dreadfully frighted (that I must acknowledge) when 
I perceived him to run my way ; and especially when, as I 
thought, I saw him pursued by the whole body. There was 
between them and my castle the creek, which I mentioned 
oft^B at the first part of mj stor,. when I landed my cai^oes 
out of the ship ; 'and this I W he must necess^ sLn 
over, or the poor wretch would be taken there ; but when 
the savage escaping came thither, he made nothing of 
it, though the tide was then up ; but plunging in, swam 
through in about thirty strokes or thereabouts, landed, and 
ran on with exceeding strength and swiftness. When the 
three pursuers came to the creek, I foimd that two of them 
could swim, but the third could not, and that he, standing 
on the other side, looked at the others, but went no 
farther, and soon after went softly back again ; which, as it 
happened, was very well for him in the main. 

I observed that the two who swam were yet more than 
twice as long swimming over the creek than the fellow was 
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that fled from them ; it came now very warmly upon my 
thoughts, and indeed irresistibly, that noW was my time to 
get me a servant, and perhaps a companion or assistant, 
and that I was called plainly by Providence to save this 
poor creature's life. I immediately got down the ladder 
with all possible expedition, fetched my two guns, for they 
were both at the foot of the ladder, as I observed above ; and 
getting up again with the same haste to the top of the hill, 
I crossed towards the sea; and, having a veiy short cut, and 
all down hill, clapped myself in the way between the pur- 
suers and the pursued, hallooing aloud to him that fled, 
who looking back, was at flrst perhaps as much frightened 
at me as at them ; but I beckoned with my hand to him to 
come back; and in the meantime I slowly advanced towards 
the two that followed ; then rushing at once upon the fore- 
most, 1 knocked him down with the stock of my piece : I 
was loath to Are, because I would not have the rest hear ; 
though at that distance it would not have been easily heard ; 
and being out of sight of the smoke too, they would not 
have easily known what to make of it. Having knocked 
this fellow down, the other who pursued him stopped, as if 
he had been frightened, and I advanced a pace towards 
him ; but as I came nearer, I perceived presently he had a 
bow and arrow, and was fltting it to shoot at me ; so I was 
then necessitated to shoot at him flrst, which I did, and killed 
him at the flrst shot. The poor savage who fled but had 
stopped, though he saw both his enemies fallen and killed 
(as he thought), yet was so frighted with the flre and nqise 
of my piece, that he stood stock-still, and neither came 
forward nor went backward, though he seemed rather in- 
clined to fly still than to come on. I hallooed again to him, 
and made signs to come forward,* which he easily under- 
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Stood, and came a little way, then stopped again^ and. then 
a little farther, and then stopped again ; and I could then 
perceive that he stood trembling, as if he had been taken 
prisoner, and had just been to be killed, as his two enemies 
were. I beckoned him again to come to me, and gave him 
all the signs of encouragement that I could think of; 
and he came nearer and nearer, kneeling down every ten 
or twelve steps, in token of acknowledgment for saving 
his life. I smiled at him and looked pleasantly, and 
beckoned to him to come still nearer. At length he came 
close to me, and then he kneeled down again, kissed the 
ground, and laid his head upon the ground, and taking me 
by the foot, set my foot upon his head : this, it seems, was 
in token of swearing to be my slave for ever. I took him 
up, and made much of him, and encouraged him all I could. 
But there was more work to do yet ; for I perceived the 
savage whom I knocked down was not killed, but stunned 
with the blow, and began to come to himself; so I pointed 
to him, and shewed him the savage, that he was not dead ; 
upon this he spoke some words to me, and though I could 
not understand them, yet I thought they were pleasant to 
hear, for they were the first sound of a man's voice that I 
had hesfird (my own excepted) for above five-and-twenty 
years : but there was no time for such reflections now : 
the savage who was knocked down recovered himself so 
'far as to sit up upon the ground; and I perceived that 
my savage began to be afraid ; but when I saw that, I 
presented my other piece at the man, as if I would shoot 
Viim ; upon this my savage, for so I call him now, made a 
motion to me to lend him my sword, which hung naked in 
a belt by my side ; so I. did : he no sooner had it but he runs 
to his enemy, and at one blow cut off his head so cleverly. 
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no executioner ' in Germany could have done it sooner or 
better; which I thought it very strange for one who, I 
had reason to believe, never saw a sword in his life before, 
except their own wooden swords ; however, it seems, as I 
learned afterwards, they made their wooden swords so sharp, 
so heavy, and the wood is so hard, that they will cut off 
heads even with them, ay, and arms, and that at one blow 
too. When he had done this, he comes laughing to me 
in sign of triumph, and brought me the sword again ; and 
with abundance of gestures, which I did not understand, 
laid it down, with the head of the savage that he had 
killed just before me. 

But that which astonished him most was, to know how 
I had killed the other Indian so far off: so pointing to him, 
he made signs to me to let him go to him : so I bade him 
go as well as I could. When he came to him he stood like 
one amazed, looking at him ; turning him first on one side, 
then on the other; looked at the wound the bullet had 
made, which, it seems, was just in his breast, where ilihad 
made an hole, and no great quantity of blood had followed; 
but he had bled inwardly, for he was quite dead. Then he 
took up his bow and arrows, and came back; so I turned to 
go away, and beckoned to him to follow me, making signs 
to him, that more might come after them. 

Upon this he signified to me, that he should bury them 
with sand, that they might not be seen by the rest, if they 
followed ; and so I made signs again to him to do so. He 
fell to work, and in an instant he had scraped an hole in the 
sand with his hands big enough to bury the first in, and 
then dragged him into it, and covered him ; and did so also 
by the other. I believe he had buried them both in a 
quarter of an hour. Then calling him away, I carried him.. 



64 HE S£E9 SAVAGES ON THE ISLAND, 

not to my castle, but quite away to my cave, on the farther 
part of the island. 

Here I gkve him bread, and a bunch of raisins to eat, 
and a draught of water, which I found he was indeed in 
great distress for by his running; and having refreshed 
himself, I made signs for him to go lie down and sleep, 
pointing to a place where I had laid a great parcel of rice 
straw, and a blanket upon it, which I used to sleep upon 
myself sometimes; so the poor creature lay down, and 
went to sleep. 

He was a comely, handsome fellow, perfectly well-made, 
vnth straight long limbs, not too large, tall, and well- 
shaped; and, as I reckon, about twenty-six years of age. 
He had a very good countenance, not a fierce and surly 
aspect, but seemed to have something very manly in his 
face, and yet he had all the sweetness and softness of an 
European in his countenance too, especially when he smiled : 
his hair was long and black, not curled like wool ; his fore- 
head very high and large, and a great vivacity and sparkling 
sharpness in his eyes. The colour of his skin was not quite 
black, but very tawny and yet not of an ugly, yellow, 
nauseous tawny, as the Brazilians, and Virginians, and 
other natives of America are, but of a bright kind of a dun 
olive colour, that had in it something very agreeable, though 
not very easy to describe. His face was round and plump, 
his nose small, not flat like the Negroes; a veiy good 
mouth, thin lips, and his teeth fine, well set, and white as 
ivory. After he had slumbered orather than slept, about 
half an hour, he waked again, and comes out. of the cave to 
me, for I had been milking my goats, which I had in the 
inclosure just by. When he espied me, he came running 
to me, laying himself down again upon the ground, with all 
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the possible signB of an humble thankful disposition, making 
many antick gestures to shew it. At last he lays his head 
flat upon the ground, close to my foot, and sets my other 
foot upon his head, as he had done before ; and aft«r this, 
made all the signs to me of subjection, servitude, and 
submission imaginable, to let me know how much he would 
serve m« as long es he lived. I understood him in many 
things, and let him know i was very well pleased nith him. 
In a little time I began to speak to him, and teach him to 
speak to me ; at first, I made him know his name should 
be Friday, which was the day I saved his life, and I called 
him BO in memory of the time. I likewise taught h'"' to 
say " Master," and then let him know that was to be my 
name ; I likewise taught him to say Yes and No, and 
ft) know the meaning of them ; I gave him some milk in an 
earthen pot, and let him see me drink it before him, and 
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sop my bread in it, and I gave him a cake of bread to do 
the like, which he quickly complied with, and made signs 
that it was very good for him. 

I kept there with him all that night, but as soon as it 
was day, I beckoned him to come with me, and let him 
know I would give him some clothes, at which he seemed 
very glad, for he was stark-naked. As he went by the 
place where he had buried the two men, he pointed exactly 
to the spot, and shewed me the marks that he had made 
to find them again, making signs to me that he would 
dig them up again and eat them; at this I appeared 
very angry, expressed mj abhorrence of it, made as if I 
would vomit at the thoughts of it, and beckoned with my 
hand to him to come away, which he did immediately witli 
great submission. I then led him up to the top of the hill, 
to see if his enemies were gone ; and pulling out my glass, 
I looked, and saw plainly the place where they had been, 
but no appearance of them or their canoes ; so that it was 
plain that they were gone, and had left their two comrades 
behind them, without any search after them. 

Bat I was not content with this discovery ; but having 
now more courage, and consequently more curiosity, I took 
my man Friday with me, giving him the sword in his hand, 
with the bow and an*ows at his back, which I found he 
could use very dexterously, making' him cany one gun for 
me, and I two for myself, and away w*e marched to the 
place where these creatures had been ; for I had a mind 
. now to get some fuller intelligence of them. When I came 
to the place, my very blood ran chill in my veins, and my 
heart sunk within me at the horror of the spectacle. Indeed 
it was a dreadful sight; at least it was so to me, though 
Friday made nothing of it. The place was covered with 
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human bones, the ground dyed with the blood, great pieces 
of flesh left here and there half eaten, mangled, and 
scorched ; and in short, all the tokens of the triumphant 
feast they had been making there, after a victory over their 
enemies. I saw three skulls, five hands, and the bones of 
three or four legs and feet, and abundance of other parts of 
the bodies ; and Friday, by his signs, made me understand, 
that they brought over four prisoners to feast upon ; that 
three of them were eaten up, and that he (pointing to him- 
self) was the fourth; that there had been a great battle 
between thefii and their next king, whose subjects, it 
seems, he had been one of; and that they had taken a 
great number of prisoners, all which were carried to several 
places by those that had taken them in the fight, in order 
to feast upon them, as was done here by these wretches 
upon those they brought hither. , 

I caused Friday to gather all the skulls, bones, flesh, 
and whatever remained, and lay them together on an heap, 
and make a great fire upon it and bum them all to ashes. 
I found Friday had still a hankering stomach after some of 
the flesh, and was still a cannibal in his nature ; but I dis- 
covered so much abhorrence at the very thoughts of it, and 
at the least appearance of it, that he durst not discover it ; 
for I had, by some mesms, let him know, that I would kill 
him if he offered it. 

When we had done this, we came back to our castle, and 
there I fell to work for my man Friday. 
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FLYING WOMAN. 




} 



HE Life and Adventures of Peter WUkins, a 
Cornish man, is the only imitation of Robin- 
son Crusoe that has stood its ground, with the 
exception of the very inferior, hut still not im- 
meritorious History of Philip Quarll, It is a Crusoe 
with the novelty of a Flying People ; as Quarll is an- 
other, with the suhstitution of an affectionate ape, or 
Chimpanzee, for Man Friday. The modest author, who 
seems to have taken no steps to make either himself or 
his hook known, has heen hut lately discovered ; if in- 
deed the receiver of the money for its copjrright was 
the same person. And it is most likely he was, the initials 
by which the dedication of the work is signed being those of the 
receiver's name. The circumstance of the discovery is thus stated 
in the latest edition, published by Mr. Smith of Fleet Street 

'' In the year 1835, Mr. Nicol, the printer, sold by auction 
a number of books and manuscripts in his possession, which 
had formerly belonged to the well-known publisher Dodsley; 
and in arranging them for sale, the original agreement for the 
sale of the manuscript of * Peter Wilkins,' by the author, 
' Robert Pultock of Clement's Inn,' to Dodsley, was discovered. 
From this document it appears, that Mr. Pultock received 
twenty pounds, twelve copies of the work, and * cuts of the first 
impression,' %.e., a set of proof impressions of the fanciful 
engravings that professed to illustrate the first edition, as the 
price of the entire cop3rright. This curious document was 
sold to John Wilks, Esq., M.P., on the 17th of December, 1835." 
The reader wiU observe, that the words " by the author," in 
this extract, are not accompanied by marks of quotation. The 
fact, however, is stated as if he knew it for such, by the quoter 
of the document. 
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The Dedication is to EHzabeth, Countess of Northumber- 
land, the lady to whom Percy addressed his Beliques of Ancient 
English Poetry, She was a Wriothesley, descended of 
Shakspeare's Earl of Southampton, and appears to have been a 
very amiable woman. " R. P." professes himself to be under 
obligations to her ; and says, that it was after the pattern of her 
virtues that he drew the ** mind*' of his Youwarkee. 

It is interesting to fancy " R. P.," or " Mr. Robert Pultock 
of Clement's Inn," a gentle lover of books, not successful enough 
perhaps as a barrister to lead a public or profitable life, but 
eking out a little employment, or a bit of a patrimony, with 
literature congenial to him, and looking oftener to Purchases 
Pilgrims on his shelves than to Cohe upon Littleton. We 
picture him to ourselves, with Robinson Crusoe on one side of 
him, and Oaudentio di Lueca on the other, hearing the pen go 
over his paper in one of those quiet rooms in Clement's Inn, that 
look out of its old-fashioned buildings into the little garden with 
the dial in it, held by the negro : one of the prettiest comers in 
London, and extremely fit for a sequestered fancy that cannot 
get any farther. There he sits, the imknown, ingenious, and 
amiable Mr. Robert Pultock, thinking of an imaginary beauty 
for want of a better ; and creating her for the delight of pos- 
terity, though his contemporaries were to know little or nothing 
of her. We shall never go through the place again, without 
regarding him as its crowning interest. 

Peter Wilkins is no common production in any respect, 
though it is far inferior to Crusoe in contrivance and detail; and 
falls off, like all these imaginary works, in the latter part, when 
they begin laying down the law in politics and religion. It has 
been well observed too, that the author has not made his Flying 
People in general light and airy enough, or of sufficiently 
unvulgar materials, either in body or mind, to warrant the 
ethereal advantages of their wings. And it may be said on the 
other hand, that the kind of wing, the graundee, or elastic 
natural drapery, which opens and shuts at pleasure, however 
ingeniously and even beautifully contrived, would necessitate a 
creature, whose modifications of humanity, bodily and mental, 
though never so good after their kind, might have startled 
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the inventor had he been more of a naturalist ; might have 
developed a being very different from the feminine, sympathi- 
zing, and lovely Youwarkee. Muscles and nerves, not human, 
must have been associated with inhuman wants and feel- 
ings ; probably have necessitated talons and a beak ! At 
best, the woman would have been wilder ; more elvish, capri- 
cious, and unaccoimtable. She would. have ruffled her whale- 
bones when angry ; been horribly intimate perhaps with 
birds'-nests, and fights with eagles ; and frightened Wilkins out 
of his wits with dashing betwixt rocks, and pulling the noses of 
seals and gulls. So far the book is wanting in verisimilitude 
and imagination. 

But then how willing we are to gain the fair winged creature 
at the expense of Zoonomy! and after all, how founded in 
nature itself is the hmnan desire to fly ! We do so in dreams: we all 
long for the power when children : we think of it in poetry and 
in sorrow. " Oh that I had the wings of a dove ! then would 
I fly away and be at rest." Wilkins fled away into a beautiful 
tvnlight country, far from his unresting self and vulgar daylight ; 
and not being able to give himself wings, he invented a wife that 
had them instead. Now a sweeter creature is not to be found in 
books ; and she does him immortal honour. She is all tender- 
ness and vivacity ; aU bom good taste and blessed companion- 
ship. Her pleasure consists but in his : she prevents aU his 
wishes ; has neither pruderjr nor immodesty 5 sheds not a tear 
but from right feeling ; is the good of his home, and the grace 
of his fancy. It is a pity the account of his bridal cannot be- 
given ; for never were love and purity better united ; but to draw 
it forth from the general history, might give it in too many eyes 
a freedom which does not belong to it. We must content our- 
selves with extracting the account of the charmer's discovery, 
and of the way in which Peter first became acquainted with her 
powers of flight. The voices which he hears at night, the fall 
of some unknown weight at his door, the puzzle about the 
graundee that has been slit, and the first movements of the 
winged beauty over the lake, are all points particularly well-felt 
and interesting. 

The reader fa to understand, that Peter had by this time 
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settled himseify d la Crusoe, in his solitary abode ; which is in a 
cavern bj the side of a lake, into which he had been drifted 
through a long subterraneous passage from the sea. It waa 
a very beautiful place, but so far out of the ordinary course 
of the sun, that " the brightest daylight never exceeded that of 
half an hour after sunset in the summer-time in England, and 
little more than just reddened the sky." In consequence of 
this nature of her climate, Youwarkee was in all respects a very 
tender-eyed thing, and could not bear a strong light. 



I HAD now well stored my grotto with all sorts of winter 
provisions ; and feeling the weather grow very cold, I 
expected, and waited patiently for, the total darkness. I 
went little abroad, and employed myself within doors> 
endeavouring to fence against the approaching extremity of 
the cold. For this purpose I prepared a q[uantity of rushes, 
which being very dry, I spread them smoothly on the floor 
of my bed-chamber a good thickness, and over them I laid 
my mattrass: then I made a double sheet of the boat's 
awning, or sail, that I had brought to cover my goods ; and 
having skewered together several of the jackets and clothes 
I found in the chest, of them I made a coverlid ; so that 
I lay very commodiously, and made very long nights of it, 
now the dark season was set in. 

As I lay awake one night, or day, I know not whether, 
I very plainly heard the sound of several human voices, and 
sometimes very loud ; but though I could easily distinguish 
the articulations, I could not understand the least word that 
was said ; nor did the voices seem at all to me like such as 
I had anywhere heard before, but much softer and more 
musical. This startled me, and I rose immediately, slip- 
ping on my clothes and taking my gun in my hand (which 



] 
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I always kept charged, being mj constant travelling com- 
panion), and my cutlass. Thus equipped, I walked into 
my antechamber, where I heard the voices much plainer ; 
till, after some little time, they quite died away. After watch- 
ing here, and hearkening a good while, hearing nothing, I 
walked back into the grotto, and laid me down again on my 
bed. I was inclined to open the door of my antechamber, 
but I own I was afraid ; beside, I considered, that if I did, 
I could discover nothing at any distance, by reason of the 
thick and gloomy wood that enclosed me. 

I had a thousand different surmises about the meaning 
of this odd incident ; and could not conceive how any human 
creature should be in my kingdom (as I called it) but myself, 
and I never yet see them or any trace of their habitation. But 
then again I reflected, that though I had surrounded the 
whole lake, yet I had not traced the outbounds of the wood, 
next the rock, where there might be innumerable grottos 
like mine ; nay, perhaps some as spacious as that I had sailed 
through to the lake ; and that though I had not perceived 
it yet, this beautiful spot might be very well peopled. But, 
says I again, if there be any such beings as I am fiancying 
here, surely they don*t skulk in their dens, like savage 
beasts, by daylight, and only patrol for prey by night ; if so, 1 
shall probably become a delicious morsel for them ere long, 
if they meet with me. This kept me still more within 
doors than before, and I hardly ever stirred but for water 
or firing. At length, hearing no more voices, or seeing 
any one, I began to be more composed in my mind, and at 
last grew persuaded it was all a mere delusion, and only a 
fancy of mine without any real foundation ; and sometimes, 
though I was sure I was fiilly awake when I heard them, I 
persuaded myself I had rose in my sleep upon a dream of 
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voices, and recollected with myself the various stories I had 
heard when a hoy of walking in one*s sleep, and the sur- 
prising effects of it; so the whole notion was now hlown over. 
I had not eiyoyed my tranquillity ahove a week, before 
my fears were roused afresh, hearing the same sound of 
voices twice the same night, but not many minutes at a 
time. What gave me most pain was, that they were at such 
a distance, as I judged by the languor of the sound, that 
if I had opened my door I could not have seen the utterers 
through the trees, and I was resolved not to venture out ; 
but then I determined, if they should come again, anything 
near my grotto, to open the door, see who they were, and 
stand upon my own defence, whatever came of it. For, 
says I, my entrance is so narrow and high, that more than 
one cannot come at a time ; and I can with ease dispatch 
twenty of them, before they can secure me, if they should be 
savages ; but if they prove sensible human creatures, it 
will be a great benefit to me to join myself to their society. 
Thus had I formed my scheme, but I heard no more of 
them for a great while ; so that at length beginning to grow 
ashamed of my fears, I became tranquil again. 

^r* ^^ ^^ ^r* 

I passed the summer, though I had never yet seen the 
sun's body, very much to my satisfaction, partly in the 
work I have been describing [ he had taken what he calls 
some " beas^fish" and got.a great quantity of oil from them], 
partly in building me a chimney in my antechamber, of 
mud and earth burnt on my own hearth, into a sort of 
brick ; in making a window at one end of the above said 
chamber, to let in what little light would come through the 
trees, when I did not choose to open my door ; in moulding 
an earthen lamp for my oU ; and finally, in providing and 
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laying in stores, fresh and salt; for I had now cured and 
dried many more fish against winter. These, I say, were 
my summer employments at home, intermixed with many 
agreeable excursions. But now the winter coming on, and 
the days growing very short, or indeed there being no day, 
properly speaking, but a kind of twilight, I kept mostly in 
my habitation (though not so much as I had done the 
winter before, when I had no light within doors) and slept, 
or at least lay still, great part of my time, for now my lamp 
was never out. I also turned two of my beast-fish skins 
into a rug to cover my bed, and the third into a cushion, 
which I always sat upon ; and a very soft and warm" 
cushion it made. All this together rendered my life very 
©asy; yea, even comfortable. 

An indifferent person would now be apt to ask, what 
would this man desire more than he had? ' To this I 
answer, that I was contented while my condition was such 
as I have been describing ; but a little while after the dark- 
ness or twilight came on, I frequently heard the voices 
again, sometimes a few only at a time, as it seemed, and 
then again in great numbers. This threw me into new 
fears, and I became as uneasy as ever, even to the degree 
6i growing qmte melancholy; though otherwise I never 
received the least injury from anything. I foolishly 
attempted several times, by looking out of window, to 
discover what these odd sounds proceeded Irom, though 
I knew it was too dark to see anything there. 

I was now fully ctmvinced, by a more deliberate attention 
to them, that they could not be uttered by the beast-fish, as 
I had before conjectured, but only by beings capable of 
aarticulaite speech. But then, what or where th^ were, it 
galled me to be ignorant of. 
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At length, one night or day, I cannot say which, hearing 
the voices very distinctly, and praying very earnestly to be 
either delivered from the uncertainty they had put me 
under, or to have them removed from me, I took courage, 
and arming myself with gun, pistols, and cutlass, I went out 
of my grotto, and crept down the wood. I then heard them 
plainer than before, and was able to judge from what point 
of the compass they proceeded. Hereupon I went forward 
towards the sound till I came to the verge of the wood, 
where I could see the lake very well by the dazzle of 
the water. Thereon, as I thought, I beheld a fleet of 
boats, covering a large compass, and not far from the 
bridge. I was shocked hereat beyond expre98ion : 1 could 
not conceive where they came from, or whither they would 
go ; but supposed there must be some other passage to the 
lake, than 1 had found in my voyage thr(»igh the cavern, 
and that for certain they came that way, aad from some 
place of which as yet I had no manner of knowledge. 

Whilst I was entertaining myself with this speculation, 
I heard the people in the boats laughing and talking very 
merrily, though I was toa dktSint to distinguish the words. 
1 discerned soon after all the boats (as I still supposed 
them) draw up, and push for the bridge ; presently after, 
though I was sure no boat entered the arch, I saw a multi- 
tude of people on the opposite shore, all marching towards 
the bridge ; and what was the strangest of all, there was not 
the least sign of a boat left on the lake. I then was in a 
greater consternation than before ; but was still much more 
so, when 1 saw the whole posse of people, that, as I hfitve- 
just said, were marching towards the bridge, coming over it 
to my side of the lake. At this my lieait failed ; and I was just 
going to run to my grotto for shelter, but taking one look 
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more, I plaiuly discovered, that the people, leaping one after 
another from the t«p of the bridge, aa if into the water, and 
then rising again, &ev in a long train over the lake, the 



lengthways of it, quite out of sight, laughing, hallooing, and 
sporting together ; so that, lookmg back t^ain to the bridge 
and on the lake, I could neither see person, boat, or any- 
thing eke, nor hear the least noise or stir afterwards for 
that time. 

I returned to my grotto brim-full of this amazing 
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adventure, bemoaning my misfortune in being at a place 
where I was likely to remain ignorant of what was doing 
about me. For, says I, if I am in a land of spirits, as now 
I have little room to doubt, there is no guarding against 
them. I am never safe, even in my grotto; for that 
can be no security against such beings as can sail on the 
water in no boats, and fly in the air on no wings (as the 
case now appears to me), who can be here and. there, and 
wherever they please. What a miserable state, I say, 
am I Mien to ! I should have been glad to have had 
human converse, and to have found inhabitants in this 
place ; but there being none, as I supposed, hitherto, 
I contented myself with thinking I was at least safe from 
all those evils mankind in society are obnoxious to. • But 
now, what may be the consequence of the next hour, I know 
not ; nay, I am not able to say, but whilst I speak and 
show my discontent, they may at a distance conceive my 
thoughts, and be hatching revenge against me for my dislike 
of them. 

The pressure of my spirits inclining me to repose, I 
laid me down, but could get no rest ; nor could all my most 
serious thoughts, even of the Almighty Providence, give me 
relief under my present anxiety. And all this was only 
from my state of uncertainty concerning the reality of what 
I had heard and seen, and from the earnestness with which 
I coveted a satisfactory knowledge of those beings who had 
just taken their flight from me. 

I really believe the fiercest wild beast, or the most 
savage of mankind that had met me, and put me upon my 
defence, would not have given me half the trouble that then 
lay upon me ; and the more, for that I had no seeming 
possibility of ever being rid of my apprehensions. So find 
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ing I eonld not sleep, I got up again ; but as I ^sould not 
fly from myself, all the art I could use with myself was but 
in vain to obtain me any quiet. 

In the height of mj distress I had recourse to prayer, 
with no small benefit ; begging, that if it pleased not the 
Almighty power to remove the object of my fears, at least 
to resolve my doubts about them, and to render them rather 
helpful than hurtful to me. I hereupon, as I always did ou 
such occasions, found myself much more placid and eas}', 
^nd began to hope the best, till I had almost persuaded 
myself that J was out of danger ; and then laying myself 
down, I rested very sweetly, till I was awakened by the 
impulse of the following dream. 

Methought I was in Coniwall, at my wifes aunts; 
and inquiring after her and my children, the old gentle- 
woman informed me, both my wife and children had been 
dead some time, and that my wife, before her departure, 
desired her (that is her aunt), immediately upon my arrival, 
to tell me she was only gone to the lake, where I should be 
sure to see her, and be happy* with her after. I then, as I 
fancied, ran to the lake to find her. In my passage she 
stopped me, crying. Whither so fast, P«ter ? I am your 
wife, your Patty. Methought I did not Imow her, she was so 
altered ; but observing her voice, and looking more wistfully 
at her, she appeared to me as the most beautiful creature I 
ever beheld. I then went to seize her in my arms, and the 
hurry of my spirits awakened me. 

When I got up, I kept at home, not caring even to look 
out at my door. My dream ran strangely in my head, and 
I had now nothing but Patty in my mind. Oh ! cries I, 
how happy could I be with her, though I had only her 
in this solitude. Oh ! that this was but a reality, and not a 
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dream. I could scarce vefrain from running to the lake to 
meet my Ps^tj. But then I checked my folly, and reasoned 
myself into some degree of temper again. However, I conld 
not forbear crying out. What! nobody to converse with, 
nobody to assist, comfort, or counsel me ! this is a melan- 
choly situation indeed. Thus I ran on, lamenting, till I was 
almost weajry ; when, on a sudden, I again heard the voices. 
Hark ! says I, here they come again. Well, I am now 
resolved to face them ; come life, come death. It is not to 
be alone I thus dread ; but to have company about me, and 
not know who or what, is death to me, worse than I can 
suffer from them, be they who or what they will. 

During my soliloquy the voices increased, and then by 
degrees diminished as usual ; but I had scarce got my gun in 
my hand, to pursue my resolution of showing myself to those 
who uttered them, when I felt such a thump upon the roof 
•of my antechamber as shook the whole fabric, and set me 
«11 over into a tremor ; I then heard a sort of shriek, and a 
rustle near the door of my apartment, all which together 
seemed very terrible. But I, having before determined to see 
what and who it was, resolutely opened my door and leaped 
out. I saw nobody ; all was quite silent, and nothing, that 
1 could perceive, but my own fears a-moving I went then 
softly to the corner of the building, and there, looking down 
by the glimmer of. my lamp, whidi stood in the window, 
J saw something in human shape Ijdngatmy feet I gave 
the word. Who 's thcj» ?— Still no one answered. My heart 
v'aa ready to force a ^msy tftutmgh my side. I was for awhile 
fixed to the earth like a statue. At length recovering, 
I stuped in, fetdied my lamp, and returning, saw the very 
beautiful £ice my Patty appeared under in my dream ; and 
not considering that it was only a dream, I verily thougbt 
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that I had my Patty before me, but she seemed to be stonie 
dead. Upon viewing her other parts, for I had never 
yet removed my eyes from her face, I found she had a sort 
of brown chaplet, like lace, round her head, under and about 
which her hair was tucked up and twined ; and she seemed 
to me to be clothed in a thin hair-coloured silk garment, 
which, upon trying to raise her, I found to be quite warm, 
and therefore hoped. there was life in the body it contained. 
I then took her into my arms, and treading a step backwards 
with her, I put out my lamp; however, having her in 
my arms, I conveyed her through the doorway in the dark 
into my grotto ; here I laid her upon my bed, and then ran 
out for my lamp. 

This, thinks I, is an amazing adventure. How could 
Patty come here, and dressed in silk, and whale-bone too 1 
sure that is not the reigning fashion in England now. 
But my dream said she was dead. Why truly, says I, so she 
seems to be. But be it so, she is warm. Whether this is 
the place for persons to inhabit after death or not, I cannot 
tell (for I see there are people here, though I do not 
know them) ; but be it as it will, she feels as flesh and 
blood; and if I but bring her to stir and act again as 
my wife, what matters it to me what she is 1 It will be a 
great blessing and comfort to me, for she never would have 
come to this very spot but for my good. 

Top-full of these thoughts, I re-entered my grotto, shut 
my door, and lighted my lamp; when going to my Patty (as 
I delighted to fancy her), I thought I saw her eyes stir 
a little. I then set the lamp further off, for fear of offend- 
ing them if she should look up; and warming the last 
glass I had reserved of my Madeira, I carried it to her, but 
she never stirred. I now supposed the fiedl had absolutely 
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killed her, and was prodigiously grieved, when laying 
my hand on her breast I perceived the fountain of life had 
some motion. This gave me infinite pleasure ; so not 
despairing, I dipped my finger in the wine, and moistened 
her lips with it two or three times, and I imagined they 
opened a little. Upon this methought me, and taking 
a teaspoon, gently poured a few drops of wine by that 
means into her mouth. Finding she swallowed it, I poured 
in anotlier spoonful, and another, till I brought her to 
herself so well as to be able to sit up. All this I did by a 
glimmering light, which the lamp afforded from a distant 
part of the room, where I had placed it, as I have said, out 
of her sight. 

I then spoke to her and asked her divers questions, as 
if she had really been Patty, and understood me ; in return 
of which she uttered a language I had no idea of, though in 
the most musical tone, and with the sweetest accent I had 
ever heard. It grieved me I could not understand her. 
However, thinking she might like to be upon her feet, I 
went to lift her off the bed, when she felt to my touch in 
the oddest manner possible ; for while in one respect it 
was as though she had been cased in whalebone, it was as 
soft and warm as if she had been naked.* 

I then took her in my arms and carried her into my 
ante-chamber again ; where I would fain have entered into 
conversation with her, but found she and I could make 

* The flying apparatus of Wilkins's newly discovered people was called a 
graundeet and consisted of a natural investment like delicate silk and whalebone, 
which flew open at pleasure, and thus furnished its possessor with wings or a 
dress, according to the requirement of the moment. Peter's future wife had been 
sporting in the air with some other young damsels, one of whom happening to 
brush too strongly against her, as they stooped among some trees, had occasioned 
the accident whidi was the cause of his good fortune. 

F 
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nothing of it together, unless we could undorstaBd one 
another's speech. It is vei; stm^e my dream should 
have preposseseed me so much of Fattj, aud of the altera- 
tion of her countenance, that I could hy no means persuade 
myself the person I had ^th me was not she ; though, upon 
a deliberate comparison, Fatty, ea pleasing aa she always 
was to my taate, would no more come up to this fair crea. 
ture, than a coarse ale-wife would to Venus herself. 



thought might please her, some of which she gratefully re- 
ceived, as appeared by her looks and behaviour. But she 
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avoided my lamp, and always placed her back towards it. 
I observing that, and ascribing it to her modesty, in my 
company, let her have her will, and took care to set it in 
such a position myself as seemed agreeable to her, though 
it deprived me of a prospect I very much admired. 

After we had sat a good while, now and then, I may say, 
(Shattering to one another, she got up and took a turn 
or two about the room. When I saw her in that attitude^ 
her grace and motion perfectly charmed me, and her shape 
was incomparable ; but the strangeness of her dress put me 
to my trumps, to conceive either what it was, or how it was 
put on. 

Well, we supped together, and I set the best of every* 
thing I had before her, nor could either of us forbear speak- 
ing in our own tongue, though we were sensible neither of 
us understood the other. After supper I gave her some of 
my cordials, for which she showed great tokens of thanks 
fulness, and often, in her way, by signs and gestures^ 
which were very far from being insignificant, expressed her 
gratitude for my kindness. When supper had been some time 
over, I showed her my bed and made signs for her to go 
to it ; but she seemed very shy of that, till I showed her 
where I meant to lie myself, by pointing to myself, then to 
that, and again pointing to her and to my bed. When at 
length I had made this matter intelligible to her, she lay 
down very composedly ; and Biter I had taken care of my 
fire, and set the things we had been using for supper in 
their places, I laid myself down too ; for I could have no 
suspicious thoughts, or fear of danger from a form so excel- 
lent. 

I treated her for some time with all the respect imagi- 
nable, and never suffered her to do the least part of my 

f2 
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work. It was very inconvenient to both of us only to know, 
each other's meaning by signs ; but I could not be otherwise 
than pleased to see, that she endeavoured all in her power 
to learn to talk like me. Indeed I was not behindhand 
with her in that respect, striving all I could to imitate her. 
What I all the while wondered at was, she never showed 
the least disquiet at her confinement ; for I kept my door 
shut at first, through fear of losing her, thinking she would 
have taken an opportunity to run away from me, for little 
did I then think she could fiy. 

After my new love had been with me a fortnight, finding 
my water ran low, I was greatly troubled at the thought of 
quitting her at any time to go for more ; and having hinted 
it to her with seeming uneasiness, she could not for awhile 
fathom my meaning ; but when she saw me much confused, 
she came at length, by the many signs I made, to imagine 
it was my concern for her which made me so ; whereupon 
she expressively enough signified I might be easy, for she 
did not fear anything happening to her in my absence. On 
this, as well as I could declare my meaning, I entreated 
her not to go away before my return. As soon as she 
understood what I signified to her by actions, she sat down 
with her arms across, leaning her head against the wall to 
assure me she would not stir. However, as I had before 
nailed a cord to the outside of the door, I tied that for cau- 
tion's sake to a tree, for fear of the worst ; but I believe she 
had not the least design of removing. 

I took my boat, net, and water-cask, as usual ; desirous 
of bringing her home a fresh-fish dinner ; and succeeded so 
well as to catch enough for several good meals, and to 
spare. What remained I salted, and found she liked that 
better than the fresh, after a few days' salting : though she 
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did not so well approve of that I had formerly pickled 
and dried. As my salt grew very low, though I had used it 
very sparingly, I now resolved to try making some ; and 
the next summer I effected it. 

Thus we spent the remainder of the winter together, 
till the days began to be light enough for me to walk abroad 
a little in the middle of them : for I was now under no appre- 
hensions of her leaving me ; as she had before this time so 
many opportunities of doing so, but never once attempted it; 

When the weather cleared up a little, by the lengthen- 
ing of daylight, I took courage one afternoon to invite her 
to walk with me to the lake ; but she sweetly excused herself 
from it whilst there was such a frightful glare of light, as 
she said ; but, looking out of the door, told me if I would 
not go out of the wood she would accompany me: so we 
agreed to take a turn only there. I first went myself over 
the stile at the door, and thinking it rather too high for 
her, I took her in my arms and lifted her over. But even 
when I had her in this manner, I knew not what to make 
of her clothing, it sat so true and close ; but seeing her by 
a steadier and truer light in the grove, though a heavy 
gloomy one, than my light had afforded, I begged she 
would let me know of what silk or other composition her 
garment was made. She smiled and asked me if mine was 
not the same under my jacket. " No, lady," says I, " I 
have nothing but my skin under my clothes." ** Why what 
do you mean ?" replies she, somewhat tartly ; " but indeed I 
was afraid something was the matter, by that nasty covering 
you wear, that you might not be seen. Are not you a 
glumm ?" * " Yes," says I, " fair creature." (Here, though 
you may conceive she spoke part English, part her own 

♦A man. 
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countiy tongue, and I the same, as we best understood each 
other, yet I shall give you our discourse word for word 
in plain English.) " Then," says she, " I am afraid you 
must have been a very bad man, and have been crashee,* 
which T should be very sorry to hear." I told her I 
believed we were none of us so good as we might be, but I 
hoped my faults had not at most exceeded other men*6 ; 
but I had suffered abundance of hardships in my 
time, and that at last Providence having settled me in this 
spot, from whence I had no prospect of ever departing, 
it was none of the least of its mercies to bring to my 
knowledge and company the most exquisite piece of all his 
works in her, which I should acknowledge as long as I 
lived. She was surprised at this discourse, and asked me 
(if I did not mean to impose upon her, and was indeed an 
ingcrashee glummf), why I should tell her I had no pros- 
pect of departing from hence ? " Have not you," says she, 
*' the same prospect that I or any other person has of depart- 
ing ? Sir," added she, " you don't do well, and really I fear 
you are slit, or you would not wear this nasty cumbersome coat 
(taking hold of my jacket sleeve), if you were not afraid of 
showing the signs of a bad life upon your natural clothing." 
I could not for my heart imagine what way there was to 
get out of my dominions ; but certainly, thought I, there 
must be some way or other, or she would not be so peremp- 
tory. And as to my jacket, and showing myself in my 
natural clothing, I profess she made me blush ; and, 
but for the shame, I would have stripped to the skin to 
have satisfied her. ** But, madam," says I, "pray pardon 
me, for you really are mistaken ; I have examined every 

* Slit; — a punishment inflicted on the wings, or graundetf of criminals, 
f A man whose wings had not been slit 
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nook and comer of this new world in which we now are, and 
can find no possible outlet; nay, even by the same way 
I came in, I am sure it is impossible to get out again." 
** Why," says she, " what outlets have you searched for, or 
what way can you expect out but the way you came in ? and 
why is that impossible to return by again ? If you are not 
slit, is not the air open to you ? will not the sky admit you 
to patrol in it as well as other people ? I tell you, sir, I 
fear you have been slit for your crimes ; and though you 
have been so good to me that I cannot help loving of 
you heartily for it, yet, if I thought you had been slit, 
I would not, nay, could not, stay a moment longer with 
you ; no, though it should break my heart to leave you !" 

I fouud myself now in a strange quandary, longing 
to know what she meant by being slit, and had a hundred 
strange notions in my head whether I was slit or not ; for 
though I knew what the word naturally signified well 
enough, yet in what manner, or by what figure of speech 
she applied it to me, I -had no idea of. But seeing her 
look a little angrily upon me, "Pray, madam," says I, 
** do not be oJSended if I take the liberty to ask you what you 
mean by the word crashee, so often repeated by you, for I 
am an utter stranger to what you mean by it?" "Sir," 
says she, "pray answer me first how came you here?** 
'* Madam," replied I, " will you please to take a walk to the 
verge of the wood, and I will show you the very passage ?*' 
** Sir," sftys she, " I perfectly know the range of the rocks 
all round, and by the least description, without going 
to see them, can tell from which you descended." **In 
truth," said I, " most charming lady, | descended from no 
rock at all ; nor would I for a thousand worlds attempt 
what could not be accomplished but by my destructiou." 
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**Sir," says she, in some anger, ''it is false, and you 
impose on me." "I declare to you," says I, ''madam, 
What I tell you is strictly true ; I never was near the sum- 
mit of any of the surrounding rocks or anything like it ; but 
as you are not far from the verge of the wood, be so good as 
to step a little further, and I will show you my entrance in 
hither." "Well," says she, "now this odious dazzle of 
light is lessened, I do not care if I do go with you." 

When we came far enough to see the bridge, " There, 
madam," says I, " there is my entrance, where the sea 
pours into this lake from yonder cavern." "It is not 
possible," says she; " this is another untruth; and as I see 
you would deceive me and are not to be believed, farewell, 
I must be gone. But hold," says she, " let me ask you one 
thing more, that is, by what means did you come through 
that cavern ? you could not have used to have come over 
the rock." " Bless me, madam," says I, " do you think 
I and my boat could fly? Come over the rock, did you say? 
No, madam, I sailed from the great sea, the main ocean, in 
my boat, through that cavern into this very lake here." 
" What do you mean by your boat?" says she ; "you seem 
to make two tilings of your boat you say you sailed with, 
and yourself." " I do so," replied I, " for, madam, I take 
myself to be good flesh and blood, but my boat is made of 
wood and other materials." " Is it so ?" says she; " and 
pray where is this boat that is made of wood and other 
materials? under your jacket?" "Lord, madam," says 
I, " you put me in fear that you were angry, but now I 
hope you only joke with me ; What, put a boat imder my 
jacket ! no, madam, my boat is in the lake." " What! more 
untruths?" says she. "No, madam," I replied; "if you 
would be satisfied of what I say, every word of which is as 
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tnie as that my boat now is in the lake, pray walk with me 
thither, and make your own eyes judges what sincerity 
I Speak with." To this she a^eed, it growing dusk}' ; but 
assured me, if I did not give her good satisfaction, I should 
see her no more. 

We arrived at the lake, and going to my wet dock, 
"Now, madam," says I, "pray satisfy yourself whether I 
spake true or not." She looked at my boat, but could not 
yet frame a proper notion of it. Says I, " Madam, in this 
very boat I sailed from the main sea through that very 
cavern into this lake ; and shall at last think myself the 
happiest of all men, if you continue with me, love me, and 
credit me ; and I promise you I will never deceive you, but 
think my life happily spent in your service." I found she 
was hardly content yet to believe what I told her of my 
boat to be true, until I stepped into it, and pushing from 
the shore, took my oars in my hand, and sailed along the 
lake by her as she walked on the shore. At last she 
seemed so well reconciled to me and my boat, that she 
desired I would take her in. I immediately did so, and 
we sailed a good way ; and as we returned to my dock, I 
described to her how I procured the water we drank, and 
brought it to shore in that vessel. 

" Well," says she, " I have sailed, as you call it, many 
a mile in my lifetime, but never in such a thing as this. I 
own it will serve very well where one has a great many 
things to carry from place to place ; but to be labouring 
thus at an oar when one intends pleasure in sailing, is, in 
my mind, a most ridiculous piece of slavery." "Why, 
pray, madam, how would you have me sail? for getting 
into the boat only will not carry us this way or that, without 
using some force." " But," says she, " pray where did you 
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get this boat, as you call it ?" " Oh ! madam," says I, " that 
is too long and fatal a story to begin upon now ; this boat 
was made many thousand miles from hence, among a people 
coal black, a quite different sort from us ; and when I first 
had it, I little thought of seeing this country ; but I will make 
a faithful relation of all to you when we come home." 
Indeed I began to wish heartily we were there, for it grew 
into the night ; and having strolled so far without my gun, 
I was afraid of what I had before seen and heard, and 
hinted our return ; but I found my motion was disagreeable 
to her, and so I dropped it. 

I now perceived, and wondered at it, that the later 
it grew, the more agreeable it seemed to her ; and as I had 
now brought her into a good humour again by seeing and 
sailing in my boat, I was not willing to prevent its increase. 
I told her, if she pleased we would land, and when I had 
docked my boat, I would accompany her where and as long 
as she liked. As we talked and walked by the lake, she 
made a little run before me, and jumped into it. Perceiving 
this, I cried 'out; whereupon she merrily called on me to 
follow her. The light was then so dim as prevented my 
having more than a confused sight of her, when she jumped 
in ; and looking earnestly after her, I could discern nothing 
more than a small boat on the water, which skimmed along 
at so great a rate that I almost lost sight of it presently ; 
but running along the shore for fear of losing her, I met 
her gravely walking to meet me, and then had entirely lost 
sight of the boat on the lake. ** This," says she, accosting me 
with a smile, " is my way of sailing, which I perceive by the 
fright you were in, you are altogether unacquainted with; 
and as you tell me you came from so many thousand miles 
off, it is possible you may be made differently from me ; but 
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aurelj we are tbe part of the creation which has had most 
care bestowed upon it ; and I suspect from all your dis- 
course, to which I have been very attentive, it is possible 
you may no more be able to fly than to sail as I do." *' No, 
charming creature,** says I, '* that I cannot, I will assure 
you." She then, stepping to the edge of the lake, for the 
adyantage of a descent before her, sprang up into the air, 
and away she went, further than my eyes could follow her. 

I was quite astonished. So, says I, then all is over, all 
a delusion which I have so long been in, a mere phantom ! 
better had it been for me never to have seen her, than thus 
to lose her again. But what could I expect had she staid ? 
for it is plain she is no human composition. But, says 
I, she felt like flesh too, when I lifted her out at the door. 
I had but very little time for reflection ; for in about ten 
minutes after she had left me in this mixture of grief and 
amazement, she alighted just by me on her feet. 

Her return, as she plainly saw, flUed me with a tran- 
sport not to be concealed, and which, as she afterwards told 
me, was very agreeable to her. Indeed, I was some 
moments in such an agitation of mind, from these unparal- 
leled incidents, that I was like one thunderstruck; but 
coming presently to myself, and clasping her in my arms 
with as much love and passion as I was capable of expressing, 
'^Areyouretumed again, kind angel," said I,** to bless a wretch 
who can only be happy in adoring you ? Can it be that you, 
who have so many advantages over me, should quit all the 
pleasures that nature has formed you for, and all your 
friends and relations, to take an asylum in my arms ? But 
I here make you a tender of all I am able to bestow — ^my 
love and constancy." *• Come, come,** says she, ** no more 
raptures. 1 find you are a worthier man than I thought 
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I bad recLson to take yoa for ; and I beg your pardon for 
my distrust, whilst 1 was ignorant of your perfectiona ; but 
now I rerily believe all you said is true i and 1 promise 
you, ds you have Beemed so much to delight in me, I will 
never quit you, till death or other as fatal accident shell part 
ua. But we will now, if you choose, go home ; for I know 
you have been sometime uneasy in this gloom, though 
agreeable to me. For, giving my eyes the pleasure of 
looking eagerly on you, it conceals my blushes from your 

In this manner, exchanging mutual endearments and 
soft speeches, baud iu hand, we arrived at the grotto. 



GIL BLAS AND THE PAEASITE. 



FBOM LE SAGE. 



.?s." 




IL BLAS is a book which makes a grcat 
impression in youth with particular passages ; 
becomes thoroughly appreciated only by the 
maturest knowledge ; and remains one of the 
greatest of favom-ites, with old people who are 
wise and good-natured. Everybody knows the 
Robbers' Cave, the Beggar who asks ahns with 
a loaded musket, the Archbishop who invited 
a candour which he could not bear, the dra- 
matic surprise and exquisite lesson of the story transcribed into 
the prfcsent volume ; and perhaps we all have a general, enter- 
taining recollection of authors, and actresses, and great men. 
But the hundreds of dehcate strokes at every turn, the quiet, 
arch reference (never failing) to the most hidden sources of 
action and nicest evidences of character, require an experienced 
taste and discernment to do them justice. When they obtain this, 
they complete the chai-m of the reader by flattering his understand- 
ing. The hero (strange critical tenn for individuals the most 
unheroical !) is justly popular with all the world, because he 
resembles them in their mixture of sense and nonsense, craffc and 
credulity, selfishness and good quaUties. We have a sneaking 
regard for him on our weak side ; while we flatter oiu*selves we 
should surpass him on the strong. Then how pleasant the 
hypocrisy of the fake hermit Lamda, reconciled to us by his ani- 
mal spirits ; how consolatory (if extension of evil can console) the 
bile and melancholy of the great minister, the Count-Duke, who 
always sees a spectre before him; and how charming, as 
completing the round of its universality, the alternations from 
town to country, from sohtudes to courts, and the settlement of 
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the once simple Gil Bias, now Signior de SantiUane, in his 
comfortable farm at Lirias, over the door of which was to be 
written a farewell to vicissitude : — 

Inyeni portam. Spes et Foitana, valete. 
Sat me lusisti : ladite nunc alios. 

My port is found. Farewell, ye freaks of chance : 
The dance ye led me, now let others dance. 

Le Sage is accused, like Moliere, of having stolen all his 
good things from Spain. Do not believe it. Rest assured, that 
whatever he stole he turned to the choicest account with his own 
genius; otherwise the Spaniards would have got the fame for 
his works, and not he. Nobody stole Cervantes. Le Sage was 
a good, quiet man, very deaf, who lived in a small house at 
Boulogne with a bit of trellised garden at the back, in which 
he used to walk up and down while he composed. He had a 
son, a celebrated actor, who came to live with him ; and these 
two were as fast friends, as they were honest and pleasant men. 

But if everybody knows the adventure of Gil Bias with the 
Parasite, why, it may be asked, repeat it ? For the reason given 
in the Preface, — ^because there are passages in books which 
readers love to see repeated, for the very sake of their intimacy 
with th^n. It is with fine passages in books as with songs. 
Some we like, because they are good and new ; and some, 
because they are very good indeed, and old acquaintances. 
Besides, there are hundreds of readers who only just recollect 
them well enough to desire to know them better. 

It is to be borne in mind, that our hero has just set out in 
life; and that this is his first journey since he left school 
at Oviedo, 



my mule into the stable. This innkeeper, the greatest 
. talker of the Asturias, and as ready to relate his onn afTturs 
without being asked, as to piy into those of another, told me 
his name nas Andrew Gorcuelo ; that he had served many 
years in the king's army in quality of a seijeant ; and had 
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quitted the service fifteen months ago to marry a damsel of 
Castropol, who (though she was a little swarthy) knew 
very well how to turn the penny. He said a thousand other 
things, which I could have dispensed with the hearing of; 
hut after having made me his confidant, he thought he had 
a right to exact the same condescension of me, and accord- 
ingly asked whence I came, whither I was going, and what 
I was. I was obliged to answer article by article ; for he 
accompanied every question by a profound bow, and begged 
me to excuse his curiosity with such a respectful air, that I 
could not refuse to satisfy him in every particular. This 
engaged me in a long conversation with him, and gave me 
occasion to mention my design, and the reason I had for 
disposing of my mule, that I might take the opportunity* of 
a carrier. He approved of my intention, though not in a 
very succinct manner ; for he represented all the trouble- 
some accidents that might befall me on the road ; he 
recounted many dismal stories of travellers ; and I began 
to be afraid he would never have done. He concluded at 
length however with telling me, that if I had a mind to 
sell my mule, he was acquainted with a very honest jockey 
who would buy her. I assured him he would oblige me in 
sending for him: upon which he went in quest of him 
immediately with great eagerness. It was not long before 
he returned with his man, whom he introduced to me as a 
person of exceeding honesty, and we went into the yard all 
together, where my mule was produced, and passed and 
repassed before the jockey, who examined her from head to 
foot, and did not fail to speak very disadvantageously of 
her. I own there was not much to be said in her praise ; 
but, however, had it been the pope*s mule, he would have 
found some defects in her. He assured me, that she had 
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all the defects a mule could have ; and to convince me of 
his veracitj, appealed to the landlord, who, doubtless, had 
his reasons for supporting his friend's assertions. *' Well," 
said the dealer with an air of indifference, ''how much 
money do you expect for this wretched animal ? " After the 
eulogium he had bestowed on her, and the attestation of 
Siguier Gorcuelo, whom I believed to be a man of honesty 
and understanding, I would have given my mule for nothing; 
and therefore told him I would rely on his integrity; 
bidding him appraise the beast in his own conscience, 
and I would stand to the valuation. Upon this he as- 
sumed the man of honour; and repUed, that in engaging 
his conscience I took him on the weak side. In good 
sooth, that did not seem to be his strong side ; for instead 
of valuing her at ten or twelve pistoles, as my uncle 
had done, he fixed the price at three ducats ; which 1 ac- 
cepted with as much joy as if I had made an excellent 
bargain. 

After having so advantageously disposed of my mule, 
the landlord conducted me to a carrier, who was to set out 
the next day for Astorga. This muleteer let me know that 
he should set out by day-break, and promised to awake me 
in time, after we had agreed upon the price, as well for the 
hire of a mule, as my board on the road ; and when every- 
thing was settled between us, 1 returned to the inn with 
Gorcuelo, who, by the way, began to recount the carrier's 
history. He told me every circumstance of his character 
in town ; and in short, was going to stupify me again with 
his intolerable loquacity, when, luckily for me, a man of a 
pretty good appearance prevented my misfortune, by accost- 
ing him with great civility. I left them together, and went 

G 
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on, without suspecting that I had the least concern in their 
conversation. 

When I arrived at the inn, I called for supper ; and it 
being a meagre day, was fain to put up with eggs ; which 
while they got ready, I made up to my landlady, whom I 
had not seen before. She appeared handsome enough; 
and withal so sprightly and gay, that I should have con- 
cluded (even if her husband had not told me so) that her 
house was pretty well frequented. When the omelet I had 
bespoken was ready, I sat down to table by myself; and 
had not yet swallowed the first mouthful, when the land- 
lord came in, followed by the man who had stopt him in 
the street. This cavalier, who wore a long sword, and 
seemed to be about thirty years of age, advanced towards 
me with an eager air, saying, " Mr. Student, I am informed 
that you are that Signior Gil Bias of Santillane, who is the 
link of philosophy, and ornament of Oviedo ! Is it possible 
that you are that mirror of learning, that sublime genius, 
whose reputation is so great in this country ? You know 
not," continued he, addressing himself to the innkeeper and 
his wife, " you know not what you possess ! You have a 
treasure in your house ! Behold, in this young gentleman, 
the eighth wonder of the world ! " Then turning to me, 
and throwing his arms about my neck, " Forgive," cried he, 
" my transports ! I cannot contain the joy that your presence 
creates." 

I could not answer for some time, because he locked me 
so close in his arms, that I was almost suffocated for want 
of breath ; and it was not till I had disengaged my head 
from his embrace, that I replied, " Signior Cavalier, I did 
not think my name was known at Penaflor," "How! 
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known!" resumed he in his former strain, "we keep a 
register of all the celebrated names within twenty leagues 
of us. You in particular are looked upon as a prodigy; and 
I don*t at all doubt, that Spain will one day be as proud of 
you, as Greece was of her Seven Sages." These words were 
followed by a fresh hug, which I was forced to endure, 
though at the risk of strangulation. With the little expe- 
rience I had, I ought not to have been the dupe of his 
professions and hyperbolical compliments. I ought to have 
known, by his extravagant flattery, that he was one of those 
parasites which abound in every town, and who, when a 
stranger arrives, introduce themselves to him, in order to 
fill their bellies at his expense. But my youth and vanity 
made me judge otherwise. My admirer appeared to me so 
much of a gentleman, that I invited him to take a share of 
my supper. "Ah, with all my soul," cried he ; " 1 am too 
much obliged to my kind stars for having thrown me in the 
way of the illustrious Gil Bias, not to enjoy my good for- 
tune as long as I can ! I have no great appetite," pursued 
he, " but I will sit down to bear you company, and eat a 
mouthful purely out of complaisance." 

So saying, my panegyrist took his place right over 
against me ; and a cover being laid for him, attacked the 
omelet as voraciously as if he had fasted three whole days. 
By his complaisant beginning I foresaw that our dish. would 
not last long ; and therefore ordered a second ; which they 
dressed with such dispatch, that it was served just as we — 
or rather he — had made an end of the first. He proceeded 
on this with the same vigour ; and found means, without 
losing one stroke of his teeth, to overwhelm me with praises 
during the whole repast, which made me very well pleased. 
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with my sweet self, fie drank in proportion to his eating; 
sometimes to my health, sometimes to that of my father 
and mother, whose happiness in haying such a son as me he 
could not enough admire. All the while he plied me with 
wine, and insisted upon my doing him justice, while I 
toasted health for health ; a circiunstance, which, together 
with his intoxicating flattery, put me into such good humour, 
that seeing our second omelet half devoured, I asked the 
landlord if he had no fish in the house. Signior Corcuelo, 
who, in all likelihood, had a fellow-feeling with the parasite, 
rephed, "I have a delicate trout; hut those who eat it 
must pay for the sauce : — 't is a hit too dainty for your 
palate, I doubt." "What do you call too dainty?" said 
the sycophant, raising his voice ; " you 're a wiseacre, 
indeed ! Know, that there is nothing in this house too 
good for Signior Gil Bias de Santillane, who deserves to 
be entertained like a prince." 

I was pleased at his laying hold of the landlord*s last 
words, in which he prevented me> who, finding myself 
offended, said, with an air of disdain, " Produce this trout 
of yours. Gaffer Corcuelo, and give yourself no trouble 
about the consequence." This was what the innkeeper 
wanted. He got it ready, and served it up in a trice. At 
sight of this new dish, I could perceive the parasite's eye 
sparkle with joy; and he renewed that complaisance— I 
mean for the fish — which he had already shown for the 
eggs. At last, however, he was obliged to give out, for 
fear of accident, being crammed to the very throat. Hav- 
ing, therefore, eaten and drank his bellyfull, he thought 
proper to ^conclude the farce, by rising from table, and 
accosting me in these words : — " Signior Gil Bias, I am too 
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well satisfied with your good cheer, to leave you without 
offering an important advice, which you seem to have great 
occasion for. Henceforth beware of praise, and be upon 
your guard against everybody you do not know. You may 
meet with other people inclined to divert themselves with 
your credulity, and perhaps to push things still further; 
but don't be duped again, nor believe yourself (though they 
should swear it) the eighth wonder of the world." So say- 
ing, he laughed in my face, and stalked away. 

I was as much affected by this bite as I have since been 
by misfortunes of far greater consequence. I could not 
forgive myself for having been so grossly imposed upon; 
or rather, I was shocked to find my pride so humbled. 
" How ! (said I to myself) has the traitor then made a jest 
of me ? His design in accosting my landlord in the street 
was only to pump him: or perhaps they understand one 
another. Ah! simple Gil Bias! Go hang ^Jiyself for 
shame, for having given such rascals an opportunity of 
turning thee into ridicule ! I suppose they 11 trump up a 
fine story of this affair, which will reach Oviedo, and doubt- 
less do thee a great deal of honour, and make thy parents 
repent their having thrown away so much good counsel on 
an ass. Instead of exhorting me not to wrong anybody, 
they ought to have cautioned me against the knavery of the 
world." 

Chagrined with these mortifying reflections, and in- 
flamed with resentment, I locked myself in my chamber 
and went to bed, where, however, I did not sleep; for 
before I could close my eyes, the carrier came to let me 
kitow he was ready to set out, and only waited for me. I 
got up instantly ; and while I put on my clothes, Gorcuelo 
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bronght me a bill, in which, I asBuie you, the trout was not 
forgotten ; and I was not only obliged to gratify his exorbi- 
tance, btit I had also the mortification to perceive, while I 
ootutted the money, that the eansstic knaTe remembered 
my adventure. After having paid sauce for a aapper which 
I had 80 ill digested, I went to the muleteer with my bags, 
wishing the parasite, the innkeeper, and bis inn, at the 




LUDOVICO IN THE HAUNTED CHAMBER. 

tROM THE MYSTERIES OF UDOLPHO. 

.RS. Radcliffe, a beautiful little woman of delicate 
constitution and sequest^^ habits, as fond, as 
her own heroines, of lonely sea-shores, picturesque 
mountains, and poetical meditations, p^ected that 
discovBy of the capabilities of an old hottse or castle for 
exciting a romantic interest, which lay ready to be made in 
the mind of every child and poet, but which (if Gray did not 
put it into his head) first suggested itself to the feudal dille- 
tanteism of Horace Walpole. Horace had more genius in him 
than his contemporaries gave him credit for ; but the reputation 
which his wit obtained him, the material philosophy of the day, 
and the pursuit of fashionable amusement, did it no good. He 
lost sight of the line to be drawn between the imposing and the 
incredible ; and though there is real merit in the Castle of 
OtrantOj and even grandeur of imagination, yet the conversion 
of dreams into gross daylight palpabilities, which nothing 
short of iron-founders could create — swords that take a hundred 
men to lift them, and supernatural yet substantial helmets, big 
as houses and actually serving for prisons— turns the sublime 
into the ridiculous, and has completely spoilt an otherwise inter- 
esting narrative. Mrs. Radcliffe, frightened perhaps by Wal- 
pole*s failure (for this great mistress of Fear was too often a 
servant of it), went to another extreme ; and except in what she 
quoted from other story-tellers, resolved all her supernatural 
effects into common-place causes. 'Those effects, however, while 
they lasted, and everything else capable of frightening people 
out of their wits — old haunted houses and corridors, mysterious 
music, faces behind curtains, cowled and guilty monks, inqui- 
sitors, nuns, places to commit murders in, and the murders 
themselves — she understood to perfection. To dress these in 
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appropriate circumstanoes, she possessed also the eye of a painter 
as well as the feeling of a poetess. She conceived to a nicety the 
effect of a storm on a landscape, the playing of a meteor on the 
point of a spear, and the sudden appearance of some old castle to 
which travellers have heen long coming, and which they have 
reasons to fear hving in. It has heen ohjected to her that she is 
too much of a melodramatic writer, and that her characters are 
inferior to her circumstances ; the hackground (as Hazlitt says) 
of more importance than the figures. This in a great measure 
is true ; but she has painted characters also, chiefi^y weak ones, 
as in the querulous duped aunt in Udolpho, and the victim of 
error, St. Pierre, in the Romance of the Forest, It must be 
considered, however, that her effects, however produced, are 
successful, and greatly successful ; and that Nature herself deals 
in precisely such effects, leaving men to be operated upon by them 
passively, and not to play the chief parts in the process by means 
of their characters. Mrs. Radcliffe brings on the scene Fear 
and Terror themselves, the grandeurs of the known world, and 
the awes of the unknown ; and if human beings become puppets 
in her hands, it is as people in storm and earthquake are puppets 
in the hands of Nature. 

The following passage, from the Mysteriea of Udolpho^ is one 
of the most favourite in her writings. Mr. Hazlitt thinks the 
Proven9al tale in it " the greatest treat which Mrs. Radcliffe 's 
pen has provided for the lovers of the marvellous and terrible." 
Sir Walter Scott says, " The best and most admired specimen 
of her art is the mysterious disappearance of Lodovico, after 
having undertaken to watch for a night in a haunted apartment ; 
and the mind of the reader is finely wound up for some strange 
catastrophe, by the admirable ghost-story which he is represented 
as perusing to amuse his solitude, as the scene closes upon him. 
Neither can it be denied, that the explanation afforded of this 
mysterious accident is as probable as romance requires, and -in 
itself completely satisfactory." 

What that explanation is, the reader will find at the close of 
the extract. 



DoroUiee, remembering wbat sbe 
had lately witnessed there, feared to obey ; and not one of 
the otlier servants daring to venture thither, the rooms 
remained shut up till the time when Ludovico was to retire 
thither for the nigfat, an hour for which the whole house- 
hold waited with the greatest impatience. 

After Bupper, Ludovico, by the order of the count, 
attended him in his closet, where they remained alone for 
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near half an hour, and on leaving which his lord delivered 
to him a sword. 

" It has seen service in mortal quarrels," said .the count, 
jocosely ; "you will use it honourably no doubt in a spiritual 
one. To-morrow let me hear that there is not one ghost 
remaining in the chateau." 

Ludovico received it with a respectful bow. " You shall 
be obeyed, my lord,'* said he ; "I will engage that no spectre 
shall disturb the peace of the chateau after this night." 

They now returned to the supper-room, where the 
count's guests awaited to accompany him anJ Ludovico to 
the north c^artments; and Dorothee, being summoned for 
the keys, delivered them to Ludovico, who then led the way, 
followed by most of the inhabitants of the chateau. Having 
reached the back staircase, several of the servants shrunk 
back and refused to go further, but the rest followed him to 
the top of the staircase, where a broad landing-place allowed 
them to flock round him, while he applied the key to the 
door, during which they watched him with as much eager 
curiosity as if he had been performing some magical rite. 

Ludovico, unaccustomed to the lock, could not turn it, 
and Dorothee, who had lingered far behind, was called 
forward, imder whose hand the door opened slowly, and her 
eye glancing within the dusky chamber, she uttered a sudden 
shriek and retreated. At this signal of alarm the greater 
part of the crowd hurried down, and the count, Henri, and 
Ludovico were left alone to pursue the inquiry, who instantly 
rushed into the apartment, Ludovico vdth a drawn sword, 
which he had just time to draw from the scabbard, the count 
with a lamp in his hand, and Henri carrying a basket 
containing provision for the courageous adventurer. 

Having looked hastily round the first room> where 
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notliiiig appeared to justify alarm, they passed on to the 
second; and here too all heing quiet, they proceeded to a 
third in a more tempered step. The count had now leisure 
to smile at the discomposure into which he had heen 
surprised, and to ask LudoTico in which room he designed 
to pass the night. 

** There are several chambers beyond these, your excel- 
lenza," said Ludovico, pointing to a door, " and in one of 
them is a bed, they say. I will pass the night there ; and 
when I am weary of watching* I can lie down." 

" Good," said the count ; "let us go on. You see, these 
rooms show nothing but damp walls and decaying furniture. 
I have been so much occupied since I came to the chateau, 
that I have not looked into them till now. Eemember) 
Ludovico, to tell the housekeeper to-morrow to throw open 
these windows. The damask hangings are dropping to 
pieces ; I will have them taken down, and this antique 
furniture removed." 

" Dear sir,'* said Henri, " here is an arm-chair so massy 
with gilding, that it resembles one of the state chairs in the 
Louvre more than anything else." 

" Yes," said the count, stopping a moment to survey it, 
" there is a histoiy belonging to that chair, but 1 have not 
time to tell it ; let us pass on. This suite runs to a greater 
extent than I imagined ; it is many years since I was in 
them. But where is the bed-room you speak of, Ludovico ? 
these are only ante-chambers to the great drawing-room. I 
remember them in their splendour." 

" The bed, my lord," replied Ludovico, '* they told me 
was in a room that opens beyond the saloon and terminates 
the suite." 

** O, here is the saloon," said the count, as they entered 
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the Spacious apartment in which Emily and Dorothea had 
rested. He here stood for a moment, surveying the reliques 
of faded grandeur which it exhibited, the sumptuous 
tapestry, the long and low sofas of velvet with frames 
heavily carved and gilded, the floor inlaid with small 
squares of fine marble, and covered in the centre with a 
piece of rich tapestry work, the casements of painted glass, 
and the large Venetian mirrors of a size and quality such 
as at that period France could not make, which reflected on 
every side the spacious apartment. These had also formerly 
reflected a gay and brilliant scene, for this had been the 
state room of the chateau, and here the marchioness had 
held the assemblies that made part of the festivities of her 
nuptials. If the wand of a magician could have recalled 
the vanished groups — many of them vanished even from 
the earth] — that once had passed over these polished mirrors, 
what a varied and contrasted picture would they have 
exhibited with the present ! Now, instead of a blaze of 
lights, and a splendid and busy crowd, they jreflected only 
the rays of the one glimmering lamp which the count held 
up, and which scarcely served to show the three forlorn 
figures that stood surveying the room, and the spacious and 
dusky walls around them. 

" Ah I *' said the count to Henri, awaking from his deep 
reverie, ** how the scene is changed since last I saw it ! I 
was a young man then, and the marchioness was alive and 
in her bloom ; many other persons were here too, who are 
now no more. There stood the orchestra, here we tripped 
in many a sprightly maze — the walls echoing to the dance. 
Now they resound only one feeble voice, and even that will, 
ere long, be heard no more. My son, remember that I was 
once as young as yourself, and that you must pass away like 
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those who have preceded you — like those who, as they 
sung and danced in this most gay apartment, forgot that 
years are made up of moments, and that every step "they 
took carried them nearer to their graves. But such 
reflections are useless — I had almost said criminal — unless 
they teach us to prepare for eternity, since otherwise they 
cloud our present happiness without guiding us to a future 
one. But enough of this — let us go on." 

Ludovico now opened the door of the bed-room, and the 
count, as he entered, was struck with the funeral appearance 
which the dark arras gave to it. He approached the bed 
with an emotion of solemnity, and, perceiving it to be 
covered with a pall of black velvet, paused. ** What can 
this mean ? " said he, as he gazed upon it. 

" I have heard, my lord," said Ludovico, as he stood at 
the feet, looking within the canopied curtains, "that the 
Lady Marchioness de Villeroi died in this chamber, and 
remained here till she was removed to be buried ; and this 
perhaps, signer, may account for the pall." ^ 

The count made no reply, but stood for a few moments 
engaged in thought, and evidently much affected. Then, 
turning to Ludovico, he asked him with a serious air, 
whether he thought his courage would support him through 
the night. " If you doubt this," addfed the count, " do not 
be ashamed to own it ; I will release you from your en- 
gagement without exposing you to the triumphs of your 
fellow-servants.*' Ludovico paused; pride and something 
very like fear seemed struggling in his breast : pride, 
however, was victorious; — he blushed, and his hesitation 
ceased. 

" No, my lord," said he, ** I will go through with what 
I have begun ; and I am grateful for your consideration. 
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On that hearth I will make a fire ; and with the good cheer 
in this hasket, I douht not I shall do well." 

*< Be it so," said the count ; ** but how will you beguile 
the tediousness of the night, if you do not sleep ? " 

" When I am weary, my lord," replied Ludovico, " I 
shall not fear to sleep ; in the meanwhile, I have a book 
that will entertain me." 

*• Well," said the count, " I hope nothing will disturb 
you ; but if you should be seriously alarmed in the night, 
come to my apartment. I have too much confidence in 
your good sense and courage to believe you will be alarmed 
on slight grounds, or suffer the gloom of this chamber, or 
its remote situation, to overcome you with ideal terrors* 
To-morrow I shall have to thank you for an important 
service ; these rooms shall then be thrown open, and my 
people will then be convinced of their error. Good-night, 
Ludovico ; let me see you early in the morning, and remem- 
ber what I lately said to you." 

" I will, my lord. Good-night to your excellenza — let 
me attend you with the light." 

He lighted the count and Henri through the chambers 
to the outer door. On the landing-place stood a lamp, which 
one of the affrighted servants had left ; and Henri, as he 
took it up, again bade Ludovico " good-night," who, having 
respectfully returned the wish, closed the door upon them 
and fastened it. Then, as he retired to the bed-chamber, 
he examined the rooms through which he passed vdth more 
minuteness than he had done before ; for he apprehended 
that some person might have concealed himself in them for 
the purpose of frightening him. No one, however, but 
himself was in these chambers ; and leaving open the doors 
through which he passed, he came again to the great drawing- 
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room» whose spaciousness and silent gloom somewhat startled 
him. For a moment he stood looking back through the 
long suite of rooma he had juat quitted ; and as he turned, 
perceiving a light and his own figure reflected in one of the 
large mirrors, he started. Other objects, too, were seen 
obscurely on its dark surface, but he paused not to examine 
them, and returned hastily into the bed-room, as he surveyed 
which, he observed the door of the Oriel, and opened it. All 
within was still. On looking round, his eye was caught by 
the portrait of the deceased marchioness, upon which he 
gazed for a considerable time with great attention and some 
surprise ; and then, having examined the closet, he returned 
into the bed-room, where he kindled a wood fire, the bright 
blaze of which revived his spirits, which had begun to yield 
to the gloom and silence of the place ; for gusts of wind alone 
broke at intervals this silence. He now drew a small table 
and a chair near the fire, took a bottle of wine and some cold 
provision out of his basket, and regaled himself. When he 
had finished his repast he laid his sword upon the table, and 
not feeling disposed to sleep, drew from his pocket the book 
he had spoken of. It was a volume of old Proven9al tales. 
Having stirred the fire into a brighter blaze, trimmed his 
lamp, and drawn his chair upon the hearth, he began to 
read ; and his attention was soon wholly occupied by the 
scenes which the page disclosed. 

The count, meanwhile, had returned to the supper-room, 
whither those of the party who had attended him to the 
north apartment had retreated upon hearing Dorothee*s 
scream, and who were now earnest in their inquiries con- 
cerning those chambers. The count rallied his guests on 
their precipitate retreat, and on the superstitious inclinations 
which had occasioned it; and this led to the question. 
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whether the spirit, after it has quitted the body, is ever 
permitted to revisit the earth ; and if it is, whether it was 
possible for spirits to become visible to the sense ? The 
baron was of opinion, that the first was probable, and the last 
was possible ; and he endeavoured to justify this opinion by 
respectable authorities, both ancient and modem, which he 
quoted. The count, however, was decidedly against him ; 
and a long conversation ensued, in which the usual argu- 
ments on these subjects were on both sides brought forward 
with skill and discussed with candour, but without convert- 
ing either party to the opinion of his opponent. The effect 
of their conversation on their auditors was various. Though 
the count had much the superiority of the baron in point of 
argument, he had fewer adherents ; for that love, so natural 
to the human mind, of whatever is able to distend its facul- 
ties with wonder and astonishment, attached the majority of 
the company to the side of the baron ; and though many of 
the count's propositions were unanswerable, his opponents 
were inclined to believe this the consequence of their own 
want of knowledge on so abstracted a subject, rather than 
that arguments did not exist which were forcible enough to 
conquer him. 

Blanche was pale with attention, till the ridicule in her 
father's glance called a blush upon her countenance, and 
she then endeavoured to forget the superstitious tales she 
had been told in the convent. Meanwhile, Emily had been 
listening with deep attention to the discussion of what was 
to her a very interesting question ; and remembering the 
appearance she had seen in the apartment of the late mar- 
chioness, she was frequently chilled with awe. Several 
times she was on the point of mentioning what she had seen, 
but the fear of giving pain to the count, and the dread of his 



LUDOVICO IN THE HAUNTED CHAMBER. 113 

ridicule, restrained ber ; and awaiting in anxious expectation 
the event of Ludovico's intrepidity, she determined that her 
future silence should depend upon it. 

When the party had separated for the night, and the 
count retired to his dressing-room, the remembrance of the 
desolate scenes be had so lately witnessed in bis own man- 
sion deeply affected him, but at length he was aroused from 
his reverie and his silence. " What music is that I bear ?" 
said be suddenly to his valet. " Who plays at this late hour ?" 

The man made no reply ; and the count continued to 
listen, and then added, " That is no common musician ; he 
touches the instrument with a delicate hand. Who is it, 
Pierre ?" 

*' My lord !'* said the man, hesitatingly. 

" Who plays that instrument ?" repeated the count. 

" Does not your lordship know, then ?" said the valet. 

" What mean you?'* said the count, somewhat sternly. 

" Nothing, my lord, I mean nothing," rejoined the man 
submissively ; ** only — ^that music — goes about the house at 
Tuidnight often, and I thought your lordship might have 
heard it before." 

"Music goes about the house at midnight ! Poor fellow ! 
Does nobody dance to the music, too ?" 

"It is not in the chateau, I believe, my lord. The 
sounds come from the woods, they say, though they seem so 
very near ; but then a spirit can do anything." 

"Ah, poor fellow ! " said the count, " I perceive you 
are as silly as the rest of them ; to-morrow you will be con- 
vinced of your ridiculous error. But, hark ! what noise is 
that?" 

" Oh, my lord ! that is the voice we often hear with the 



music." 



H 
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** Often ! *' said the count ; " how often, pray ? It is a 
very fine one." 

" Why, my lord, I myself have not heard it more than 
two or three times ; hut there are those who have lived here 
longer, that have heard it often enough." 

** What a swell was that!" exclaimed the count, as he 
still listened ; "and now, what a dying cadence ! This is 
surely something more than mortal." 

" That is what they say, my lord," said the valet ; " they 
say it is nothing mortal that utters it ; and if I might say 
my thoughts " 

'* Peace ! " said the count ; and he listened till the 
strain died away. 

" This is strange," said he, as he returned from the 
window. ** Close the casements, Pierre." 

Pierre obeyed, and the count soon after dismissed him, 
hut did not so soon lose the remembrance of the music, 
which long vibrated in Ids fancy in tones of melting sweet- 
ness, while surprise and perplexity engaged his thoughts. 

Ludovico, meanwhile, in his remote chamber, heard now 
and then the faint echo of a closing door as the family retired 
to rest; and then the hall-clock, at a great distance, struck 
twelve. *' It is midnight," said he, and he looked suspiciously 
round the spacious chamber. The fire on the hearth was 
now nearly expiring, for his attention having been engaged 
by the book before him, he had forgotten everything besides ; 
but he soon added fresh wood, not because he was cold, 
though the night was stormy, but because he was cheerless ; 
and having again trimmed the lamp, he poured out a glass 
of wine, drew his chair nearer to the crackling blaze, tried 
to be deaf to the wind that howled mournfully at the case- 
ments, endeavoured to abstract his mind from the melan- 
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cho\j that was stealing upon him, and t^in took up his 
book. It had been lent to him bj Dorothee, who had for- 
merly picked it up in an obscure comer of the marquis's 
library; and who, having opened it, and perceived some of 
the marvels it related, had carefully preserved it for her 
own entertainment, its condition giving her some excuse for 
detaining it from its proper station. The damp comer into 
which it had fallen, had caused the cover to be so disfigured 
and mouldy, and the leaves to be so discoloured with spots, 
that it was not without difficulty the letters could be traced. 
The fictions of the Provencal writers, whether drawn from 
the Arabian legends brought by the Saracens into Spain, 
h3 
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or recounting the chivalric exploits performed by crusaders 
whom the troubadours accompanied to the East, were 
generally splendid, and always marvellous both in sceneiy 
and incident ; and it is not wonderful that Dorothee and 
Ludovico should be fascinated by inventions which had 
captivated the careless imagination in every rank of society 
in a former age. Some of the tales, however, in the book 
now before Ludovico were of simple structure, and exhi- 
bited nothing of the magnificent machinery and heroic 
manners which usually characterized the fables of the 
twelfth century, and of this description was the one he now 
happened to open ; which in its original style was of great 
length, but may be thus shortly related. The reader will 
perceive it is strongly tinctured with the superstition of the 
times. 

THE PROVENCAL TALE. 

There lived, in the province of Bretagne, a noble baron, 
famous for his magnificence and courtly hospitalities. His 
castle was graced with ladies of exquisite beauty, and 
thronged with illustrious knights ; for the honour he paid to 
feats of chivalry invited the brave of distant countries to 
enter his lists, and his court was more splendid than those 
of many princes. Eight minstrels were retained in his 
service, who used to sing to their harps romantic fictions 
taken from the Arabians, or adventures of chivaliy that befell 
knights during the crusades, or the martial deeds of the 
baron, their lord ; while he, surrounded by his knights and 
ladies, banqueted in the great hall of the castle, where the 
costly tapestry that adorned the walls with pictured exploits 
of his ancestors, the casements of painted glass enriched 
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with armorial bearings, the gorgeous banners that waved 
along the roof, the sumptuous canopies, the profusion of 
gold and silver that glittered on the sideboards, the numerous 
dishes that covered the tables, the number and gay liveries 
of the attendants, with the chivalric and splendid attire of 
the guests, united to form a scene of magnificence such as 
we may not hope to see in these degenerate days. 

Of the baron the following adventure is. related : — One 
night, having retired late from the banquet to his chamber, 
and dismissed his attendants, he was surprised by the 
appearance of a stranger of a noble air, but of a sorrowful 
and dejected countenance. Believing that this person had 
been secreted in the apartment, since it appeared impossible 
he could have lately passed the ante-room unobserved by the 
pages in waiting, who would have prevented this intrusion 
on their lord, the baron, calling loudly for his people, drew his 
sword, which he had not yet taken from his side, and stood 
upon his defence. The stranger, slowly advancing, told him 
that there was nothing to fear ; that he came with no hostile 
intent, but to communicate to him a terrible secret, which 
it was necessary for him to know. 

The baron, appeased by the courteous manner of the 
stranger, after surveying him for some time in silence, 
returned his sword into the scabbard, and desired him to 
explain the means by which he had obtained access to the 
chamber, and the purpose of this extraordinary visit. 

Without answering either of these inquiries, the 
stranger said that he could not then explain himself, but 
that, if the baron would follow him to the edge of the forest, 
at a short distance from the castle walls, he would there 
convince him that he had something of importance to 
disclose. 
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This proposal again alarmed the baron, who would 
scarcely believe that the stranger meant to draw him to so 
solitary a spot at this hour of the night without harbouring 
a design against his life, and he refused to go ; observing 
at the same time, that if the stranger's purpose was an 
honourable one, he would not persist in refusing to reveal 
the occasion of his visit in the apartment where they stood. 

While he spoke this, he viewed the stranger still more 
attentively than before, but observed no change in his counte- 
nance, nor any symptom that might intimate a consciousness of 
evil design. He was habited like a knight, was of a tall and 
majestic stature, and of dignified and courteous manners. 
Still, however, he refused to communicate the substance of 
his errand in any place but that he had mentioned ; and at 
the same time gave hints concerning the secret he would 
disclose, that awakened a degree of solemn curiosity in the 
baron, which at length induced him to consent to the stranger 
on certain conditions. 

" Sir knight," said he, "I will attend you to the forest, 
and will take with me only four of my people, who shall 
witness our conference." 

To this, however, the knight objected. 

" What I would disclose," said he with solemnity, "is 
to you alone. There are only three living persons to whom 
the circumstance is known : it is of more consequence to 
you and j^our house than I shall now explain. In future 
years you vdll look back to this night with satisfaction or 
repentance, accordingly as you now determine. As you 
would hereafter prosper, follow me ; I pledge you the honour 
of a knight that no evil shall befall you. If you are con- 
tented to dare futurity, remain in your chamber, and I will 
depart as I came." 
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** Sir knight,*' replied the baron ; " how is it possible 
that my future peace can depend upon my present deter- 
mination ?" 

** That is not now to be told," said the stranger; "I 
have explained myself to the utmost. It is late : if you 
follow me it must be quickly ; you will do well to consider 
the alternative." 

The baron mused, and, as he looked upon the knight, he 
perceived his countenance assume a singular solemnity. 

(Here Ludovico thought he heard a noise, and he threw 
a glance round the chamber, and then held up the lamp to 
assist his observation ; but not perceiving anything to con> 
firm his alarm, he took up the book again, and pursued the 
story.) 

The baron paced his apartment for some time in silence, 
impressed by the words of the stranger, whose extraordinary 
request he feared to grant, and feared also to refuse. At 
length he said, " Sir knight, you are utterly unknown to me ; 
tell me, yourself, is it reasonable that I should trust myself 
alone with a stranger, at this hour, in the solitary forest ? 
Tell me, at least, who you are, and who assisted to secrete 
you in this chamber." 

The knight frowned at these words, and was a moment 
silent ; then, with a countenance somewhat stem, he said, 
*' I am an English knight; I am called Sir Bevys of Lan- 
caster, and my deeds are not unknown at the holy city, 
whence I was returning to my native land, when I was 
benighted in the forest." 

'* Your name is not unknown to fame," said the baron ; 
" I have heard of it." (The knight looked haughtily.) " But 
why, since my castle is known to entertain all true knights, 
did not your herald announce you ? Why did you not appear 
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at the banquet, where your presence would have been wel- 
comed, instead of hiding yourself in my castle, and stealing 
to my chamber at midnight?" 

The stranger frowned, and turned away in silence ; but 
the baron repeated the questions. 

" I come not," said the knight, " to answer inquiries, 
but to reveal facts. If you would know more, follow me ; 
and again I pledge the honour of a knight that you shall 
return in safety. Be quick in your determination — I must 
be gone." 

After some farther hesitation, the baron determined to 
follow the stranger, and to see the result of his extraordi- 
nary request ; he therefore again drew forth his sword, and, 
taking up a lamp, bade the knight lead on. The latter 
obeyed ; and opening the door of the chamber, they passed 
into the ante-room, where the baron, surprised to find all 
his pages asleep, stopped, and with hasty violence was 
going to reprimand them for their carelessness, when the 
knight waved his hand, and looked so expressively at the 
baron, that the latter restrained his resentment, and 
passed on. 

The knight, having descended a staircase, opened a 
secret door, which the baron had believed was only known 
to himself; and proceeding through several narrow and 
winding passages, came at length to a small gate that opened 
beyond the walls of the castle. Meanwhile, the baron fol- 
lowed in silence and amazement, on perceiving that these 
secret passages were so well known to a stranger, and felt 
inclined to turn back from an adventure that appeared to 
partake of treachery as well as danger. Then, considering 
that he was armed, and observing the courteous and noble 
air of his conductor, his courage returned, he blushed that 



LUDOVICO IN THE HATJNTED CHAMBER. 121 

ithadflBLiledhim for a moment, and he resolved to trace the 
mysteiy to its source. 

He now fomid himself on the heathy platform, hefore 
the great gates of his castle, where, on looking up, he per- 
ceived lights glimmering in the different casements of the 
guests, who were retiring to sleep ; and while he shivered 
in the hlast, and looked on the dark and desolate scene 
around him, he thought of the comforts of his warm cham- 
ber, rendered cheerful by the blaze of wood, and felt, for a 
moment, the full contrast of his present situation. 

(Here Ludovico paused a moment, and, looking at his 
own fire, gave it a brightening stir.) 

The wind was strong, and the baron watched his lamp 
with anxiety, expecting every moment to see it extinguished; 
but though the flame wavered, it did not expire, and he still 
followed the stranger, who often sighed as he went, but did 
not speak. 

When they reached the borders of the forest, the knight 
turned and raised his head, as if he meant to address the 
baron, but then closing his lips, in silence he walked on. 

As they entered beneath the dark and spreading boughs, 
the baron, affected by the solemnity of the scene, hesitated 
whether to proceed, and demanded how much farther they 
were to go. The knight replied only by a gesture, and the 
baron, with hesitating steps and a suspicious eye, followed 
through an obscure and intricate path, till, having proceeded 
a considerable way, he again demanded whither they were 
going, and refused to proceed unless he was informed. 

As he said this, he looked at his own sword and at the 
knight alternately, who shook his head, and whose dejected 
countenance disarmed the baron, for a moment, of suspicion. 

" A little farther is the place whither I would lead you," 
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said the etranger ; " no evil ehall befall you — I liave Bwoni 
it on the honour of a knight." 

The baron, reassured, again followed in eilence, and 
they soon arrived at a deep recess of the foreet, where the 
dark and lohj chestnuts entirely excluded the sky, aud which 
was so overgrown with underwood that they proceeded 
with difficulty. The knight sighed deeply as he passed, 
and sometimes paused ; and having at length reached a 



spot where the trees crowded info a knot, he turned, and 
with a terrific look, pointing to the ground, the baron saw , 
there the body of a man, stretched at ita length, and welter- 
ii^ in blood ; a ghastly wound was on the forehead, and 
death appeared already to have contracted the features. 

The baron, on perceiving the spectacle, started in horror, 
looked at the kxiight for explanation, and was then going to 
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raise the body, and examine if there were any remains of 
life ; but the stranger, waving his hand, fixed upon him a 
look so earnest and mournful^ as not only much surprised 
him, but made him desist. 

But what were the baron's emotions when, on holding 
the lamp near the features of the corpse, he discovered the 
exact resemblance of the stranger his conductor, to whom he 
now looked up in astonishment and inquiry ! As he gazed 
he perceived the countenance of the knight change and 
begin to fade, till his whole form gradually vanished from 
his astonished sense ! While the baron stood, fixed to the 
spot, a voice was heard to utter these words : — 

(Ludovico started, and laid down the book, for he thought 
he heard a voice in the chamber, and he looked toward the 
bed, where, however, he saw only the dark curtain and the 
pall. He listened, scarcely daring to draw his breath, but 
heard only the distant roajnng of the sea in the storm, and 
the blast that rushed by the casements ; when, concluding 
that he had been deceived by its sighings, he took up his 
book to finish his story.) 

While the baron stood, fixed to the spot, a voice was 
heard to utter these words : — 

" The body of Sir Bevys of Lancaster, a noblfe knight 
of England, lies before you. He was this night waylaid 
and murdered, as he journeyed from the holy city towards 
his native land. Hespect the honour of knighthood, and 
the law of humanity; inter the body in christian ground, 
and cause his murderers to be punished. As ye observe or 
neglect this, shall peace and happiness, or war and misery, 
light upon you and your house for ever !" 

The baron, when he recovered from the awe and asto- 
nishment into which this adventure had thrown him, 



124 LUDOVICO IN THE HAUNTED CHAMBER. 

returned to his castle, whither he caused the body of Sir 

< 

Bevjs to be removed ; and on the following day it was 
interred, with the honours of knighthood, in the chapel of 
of the castle, attended by all the noble knights and ladies 
who graced the court of Baron de Brunne. 



Ludovico, having finished this story, laid aside the book, 
for he felt drowsy ; and after putting more wood on the fire, 
and taking another glass of wine, he reposed himself in 
the arm-chair on the hearth. In his dream he still beheld 
the chamber where he really was, and once or twice started 
from imperfect slumbers, imagining he saw a man's face 
looking over the high back of his arm-chair. This idea had 
so strongly impressed him, that, when he raised his eyes, 
he almost expected to meet other eyes fixed upon his own ; 
and he quitted his seat, and looked behind the chair before 
he felt perfectly convinced that no person was there. 

Thus closed the hour. 

The count, who had slept little during the night, rose 
early, and, anxious to speak with Ludovico, went to the 
north apartment ; but the outer door having been fastened 
on the preceding night, he was obliged to knock loudly for 
admittance. Neither the knocking nor his voice was heard : 
he renewed his calls more loudly than before ; after which 
a total silence ensued ; and the count, finding all his efforts 
to be heard ineffectual, at length began to fear that some 
accident had befallen Ludovico, whom terror of an imaginary 
being might have deprived of his senses. He therefore 
left the door with an intention of summoning his servants to 
force it open, some of whom he now heard moving in the 
lower part of the chateau. 
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To the count's inquiries whether they had seen or 
heard anything of Ludovico, they replied, in aflfright, that 
not one of them had ventured on the north side of the 
chateau since the preceding night. 

*' He sleeps soundly, then," said the count, *' and is at 
such a distance from the outer door, which is fastened, that 
to gain admittance to the chambers it will be necessary to 
force it. Bring an instrument, and follow me." 

The servants stood mute and dejected, and it was not 
till nearly all the household were assembled, that the 
count's orders were obeyed. In the meantime, Dorothee 
was telling of a door that opened from a gallery leading 
from the great staircase into the last ante-room of the 
saloon, and this being much nearer to the bed-chamber, it 
ajppeared probable that Ludovico might be easily awakened 
by an attempt to open it. Thithef, therefore, the count 
went ; but his voice was as ineffectual at this door as it 
had proved at the remoter one ; and now, seriously inte- 
rested for Ludovico, he was himself going to strike upon 
the door with the instrument, when he observed its singular 
beauty, and withheld the blow. It appeared on the jBrst 
glance to be of ebony, so dark and close was its grain, and 
80 liigh its polish ; but it proved to be only of larch-wood, 
of the growth of Provence, then famous for its forests of 
larch. The beauty of its polished hue, and of its delicate 
carvings, determined the count to spare this door, and he 
returned to that leading from the back staircase, which 
being at length forced, he entered the first ante-room, 
followed by Henri and a few of the most courageous of his 
servants, the rest waiting the event of the inquiry on the 
stairs and landing-place. 

All was silence in the chambers through which the 
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count passed, and, having reached the saloon, he called 
loudly upon Ludovico ; after which, still receiving no 
answer, he threw open the door of the hed-room, and 
entered. 

The profound stillness within confirmed his apprehen- 
sions for Ludovico, for not even the breathings of a person 
in sleep were heard; and his uncertainty was not soon 
terminated, since the shutters being all closed, the chamber 
was too dark for any object to be distinguished in it. 

The count bade a servant open them, who, as he crossed 
the room to do so, stumbled over something, and fell to the 
floor, when his cry occasioned such a panic among the few 
of his fellows who had ventured thus far, that they instantly 
fled, and the count and Henri were left to finish the 
adventure. 

Henri then sprang across the room, and, opening .a 
window-shutter, they perceived that the man had fallen 
over a chair near the hearth, in which Ludovico had been 
sitting ; — for he sat there no longer, nor could anywhere 
be seen by the imperfect light that was admitted into the 
apartment. The count, seriously alarmed, now opened 
other shutters, that he might be enabled to examine farther ; 
and Ludovico not yet appearing, he stood for a moment 
suspended in astonishment, and scarcely trusting his senses, 
till his eyes glancing on the bed, he advanced to examine 
whether he was there asleep. No person, however, was in 
it; and he proceeded to the Oriel, where everything remained 
as on the preceding night ; but Ludovico was nowhere to be 
found. 

The count now checked his amazement, considering that 
Ludovico might have left the chambers during the night, 
overcome by the terrors which their lonely desolation and 
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the recollected reports concerning them had inspired. Yet, 
if this had been the fact, the man would naturally have 
sought society, and his fellow-servants had all declared they 
had not seen him ; the door of the outer room also had been 
found fastened, with the key on the inside ; it was impos- 
sible, therefore, for him to have passed through that ; and 
all the outer doors of this suite were found, on examination, 
to be bolted and locked, with the keys also within them. 
The count, being then compelled to believe that the lad 
had escaped through the casements, next examined them ; 
but such as opened wide enough to admit the body of a 
man were found to be carefully secured either by iron bars 
or by shutters, and no vestige appeared of any person 
having attempted to pass them; neither was it probable 
that Ludovico would have incurred the risk of breaking his 
neck by leaping from a window, when he might have walked 
safely through a door. 

The count's amazement did not admit of words ; but he 
returned once more to examine the bed-room, where was no 
appearance of disorder, except that occasioned by the late 
overthrow of the chair, near which had stood a small table ; 
and on this Ludovico s sword, his lamp, the book he had 
been reading, and the remains of his flask of wine, still 
remained. At the foot of the table, too, was the basket, 
with some fragments of provision and wood. 

Henri and the servant now uttered their astonishment 
without reserve, and though the count said little, there 
was a seriousness in his manner that expressed much. It 
appeared that Ludovico must have quitted these rooms by 
some concealed passage, for the count could not believe 
that any supernatural means had occasioned this event ; 
yet, if there was any such passage, it seemed inexplicable 
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why he should retreat through it ; and it was equally sur- 
prising, that not even the smallest vestige should appear by 
which his progress could be traced. In the rooms, eveiy- 
thing remained as much in order as if he had just walked 
out by the common way. 

The count himself assisted in lifting the arras with 
which the bed-chamber, saloon, and one of the ante-rooms 
were hung, that he might discover if any door had been 
concealed behind it ; but, after a laborious search, none 
was foimd ; and he at length quitted the apartments, having 
secured the door of the last ante-chamber, the key of which 
he took into his own possession. He then gave orders that 
strict search should be made for Ludovico, not only in the 
chateau, but in the neighbourhood, and retiring with Henri 
to his closet, they remained there in conversation for a con- 
siderable time ; and whatever was the subject of it, Henri 
from this hour lost much of his vivacity ; and his manners 
were particularly grave and reserved, whenever the topic, 
which now agitated the count's femily with wonder and 
alarm, was introduced.* 

* The chiteaa had been inhabited before the count came into its posses- 
sion. He was not aware that the apparently oatward walls contained a series 
of passages and staircases, which led to unknown vaults underground ; and, 
therefore, he never thought of looking for a door in those parts of the chamber 
which he supposed to be next to the air. In these was a communication with 
the room. The chateau (for we are not here in Udolpho) was on the sea-shore 
in Languedoc ; its vaults had become the store-house of pirates, who did their 
best to keep up the supernatural delusions that hindered people from searching 
the premises; and these pirates had carried Ludovico away. 




THE WARNING. 

FROM THE NOVEL OP "NATURE AND ART," BY 

MRS. INGHBALD. 

'^ LIZABETH INCHBALD, an amusing dramatist, 
a writer of stories of the highest order for sentiment 
and passion, and a beautiful woman, admirable 
for attractiveness of ahnost every kind, especially 
candour and self-denial, was daughter of a farmer 
in Suffolk, of the name of Simpson. She married an actor, 
a very worthy man, who died not long after their union. 
She performed on the stage herself for some years, in spite of an 
impediment in her speech, which seems to have been generally 
under controul; and then settled down into a successful authoress, 
courted by high and low, often with a view to marriage. In one 
or two instances offers would evidently have been accepted had 
they been made, but she was superior to all that were uncon- 
nected with the heart. She maintained some relatives at the 
expense of personal sacrifices that sometimes left her without a 
fire in winter ; and she died at a respectable lodging-house in 
Kensington, where she was buried in the churchyard. She wrote 
the dramas of The Midnight Hour, The Mogul Tale, Such 
Things Are, <fec. ; and, besides the novel from which the 
following incident is taken, was authoress of The Simple Story, 
one of the deepest-felt and best-written tales in the language. 
We had not the honour of knowing Mrs. Inchbald ; but we love 
her memory for many reasons — one of which is, that a mother 

I 
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who possessed similar virtues was fond of those novels, particu- 
larly Nature and Art, and recommended it strongly to us in our 
boyhood. Passages more beautiful and pathetic than those 
which we have selected are not to be found in the whole circle of 
EngUsh prose. 

The reader vrill observe that the warning is not aimed at 
lawyers in particular. The writer would have done nothing so 
unjust. A lawyer is. only selected for the more striking illustra- 
tion of it ; and as the profession, generally speaking, has been as 
free in its way of Ufe as most others, however admirable for the 
final wisdom and virtue in which its many-thoughtediezperience 
tends to settle it, the dreadful circumstances imagined in this 
story are but too possible — ^perhaps have often occurred in spirit, 
though not in letter. The exclamation " Oh, not from you !" 
may rank with the finest bursts of emotion in the tragic poets ; 
and it comes more dreadfully home to the bosom of society. 



THE day at length is come on which Agnes shall have a 
sight of her beloved William I She who has watched for 
hours near his door, to procure a glimpse of him going out 
or returaiag home ; who has walked miles to see his chariot 
pass ; she now will behold him, and he will see her, by com- 
mand of the laws of his country. Those laws, which will 
deal with rigour towards her, are in this one instance still 
indulgent. 

The time of the assizes at the county town in which she 
is imprisoned, is arrived — the prisoners are demanded at 
the shire-hall— the jail doors are opened— they go in sad 
procession. The trumpet sounds— it speaks the arrival of 
the judge — end that judge is William, 

The day previous to her trial, Agnes had read, in the 
printed calendar of the prisoners, his name as the learned 
judge before whom she was to appear. For a moment she 
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forgot her perilous state in the excess of joy which the still 
unconquerable love she bore to him permitted her to taste, 
even on the brink of the grave ! After-reflection made her 
check those worldly transports, as unfit for the present solemn 
occasion. But, alas! to her earth and William were so 
closely united, that, till she forsook the one, she could never 
cease to think, without the contending passions of hope, of 
fear, of love, of shame, and of despair, on the other. 

Now fear took place of her first immoderate joy ; she 
feared that, although much changed in person since he had 
seen her, and her real name now added to many an alias — 
yet she feared that some well-known glance of the eye, turn 
of the action, or accent of speech, might recall her to his 
remembrance ; and at that idea, shame overcame all her 
other sensations — for still she retained pride, in respect to 
his opinion, to wish him not to know Agnes was that wretch 
she felt she was ! Once a ray of hope beamed on her, 
that if he knew her — if he recognised her — he might 
possibly befriend her cause ; and life, bestowed through 
William's friendship, seemed a precious object! But, 
again, that rigorous honour she had often heard him boast, 
that firmness to his word, of which she had fatal experience, 
taught her to know he would not, for any improper compas- 
sion, any unmanly weakness, forfeit his oath of impartial 
justice. 

In meditations such as these she passed the sleepless 
night. 

When, in the morning, she was brought to the bar, and 
her guilty hand held up before the righteous judgment-seat 
of William, imagination could not form two figures, or two 
situations more incompatible with the existence of former 
familiarity than the judge and the culprit ; and yet, these 
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very persons had passed together the most blissful moments 
that either ever tasted! Those hours of tender dallianoo 
were now present to her mind — ^his thoughts were more 
nobly employed in his high office ; nor could the haggard 
face, hollow eye, desponding countenance, and meagre person 
of the poor prisoner, once call to his memory, though her 
name was uttered among a list of others which she had 
assumed, his former youthful, lovely Agnes ! 

She heard herself arraigned, with trembling limbs and 
downcast looks, and many witnesses had appeared against 
her, before she ventured to lift her eyes up to her awful 
judge; she then gave one fearful glance, and discovered 
William, unpitying but beloved William, in every feature ! 
It was a face she had been used to look on with delight, and 
a kind of absent smile of gladness now beamed on her poor 
wan visage. 

When every witness on the part of the prosecutor had 
been examined, the judge addressed himself to her — 

" What defence have you to make ? " 

It was William spoke to Agnes ! The sound was sweet ; 
the voice was mild, was soft, compassionate, encouraging. 
It almost charmed her to a love of life ! Not such a voice as 
when William last addressed her ; when he left her undone 
and pregnant, vowing never to see or speak to her more. 

She would have hung upon the present word for ever. 
She did not call to mind that this gentleness was the eifect 
of practice, the art of his occupation ; which, at times, is but 
a copy, by the unfeeling, of the .benevolent brethren of the 
bench. In the present judge, tenderness was not designed 
for consolation of the culprit, but for the approbation of the 
auditors. 

There were no spectators, Agnes, by your side when last 
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he parted from you; — if there had, the awfiil William would 
haye been awed to marks of pity. 

Stunned with the enchantment of that well-known tongue 
directed to her, she stood like one just petrified — all vital 
power seemed suspended. 

. Again he put the question, and with these additional 
sentences, tenderly and emphatically delivered : — " Becollect 
yourself ; have you no witnesses ? no proof on your behalf ? " 

A dead silence followed these questions. 

He then mildly but forcibly added — " What have you 
to say?" 

Here a flood of tears burst from her eyes, which she fixed 
earnestly upon him, as if pleading for mercy, while she 
faintly articulated — 

" Nothing, my lord." 

After a short pause, he asked her in the same forcible, 
but benevolent tone — 

" Have you no one to speak to your character ? " 

The prisoner answered — 

*'No." 

A second gush of tears followed this reply, for she called 

to mind by whom her character had first been blasted. 

He summed up the evidence, and every time he was 
obliged to press hard upon the proofs against her, she 
shrunk, and seemed to stagger with the deadly blow — 
writhed under the weight of his minute justice, more than 
from the prospect of a shameful death. 

The jury consulted but a few minutes, the verdict was — 

" Guilty." 

She heard it with composure. 

But when William placed the fatal velvet on his head» 
and rose to pronounce the fatal sentence, she started with a 
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kind of convulsWe motion, retreated a step or two back, and 
lifting up her hands, with a scream exclaimed — 

" Oh, not from you ! " 

The piercing shriek which accompanied these words, 
prevented their being heard by part of the audience ; and 
those who heard them thought little of their meaning, more 
than that they expressed her fear of dying. 

Serene and dignified, as if no such exclamation had been 
uttered, William delivered the final speech ending with — 
" Dead, dead, dead." 

She fainted as he closed the period, and was carried back 
to prison in a swoon ; while he adjourned the court to go to 
dinner. 

If, unaffected by the scene he had witnessed, William 
sat down to dinner with an appetite, let not the reader con- 
ceive that the most distant suspicion had struck his mind 
of his ever having seen, much less familiarly known, the 
poor offender whom he had just condemned. Still this 
forgetfulness did not proceed from the want of memory for 
Agnes. In every peevish or heavy hour passed with his 
wife, he was sure to think of her ; yet it was self-love, rather 
than love of her, that gave rise to these thoughts. He felt 
the lack of female sympathy and tenderness to soften the 
fieitigue of studious labour, to soothe a sullen, a morose dis- 
position — he felt he wanted comfort for himself, but never 
once considered what were the wants of Agnes. 

In the chagrin of a barren bed he sometimes thought, 
too, even on the child that Agnes bore him ; but whether it 
were male or female, whether a beggar in the streets or dead, 
various and important public occupation forbade him to 
inquire. Yet the poor, the widow, and the orphan frequently 
shared William's ostentatious bounty. He was the presi- 
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dent of many excellent charities, gave largely, and some^ 
times instituted benevolent societies for the unhappy ; for 
he delighted to load the poor with obligation, and the rich 
with praise. 

There are persons like him who love to do everything 
good but that which their immediate duty requires. There 
are servants that will serve every one more cheerfully than 
their masters; there are men who will distribute money 
liberally to all except their creditors ; and there are wives 
who will love all mankind better than their own husbands. 
Duty is a familiar word which has little effect upon an ordi- 
nary mind ; and as ordinary minds make a vast minority, 
we have acts of generosity, self-denial, and honesty, where 
smaller pains would constitute greater virtues. Had William 
followed the common dictates of charity, had he adopted 
private pity instead of public munificence, had he cast an 
eye at home before he sought abroad for objects of compas- 
sion, Agnes had been preserved from an ignominious death, 
and he had been preserved from — remorse, the tortures of 
which he for the first time proved on reading a printed sheet 
of paper, accidentally thrown in his way a few days after he 
had left the town in which he had condemned her to die. 

"March 10th, 179—. 
" The last dying words, speech, and confession, birth, 
parentage, and education, life, character, and behaviour, of 
Agnes Primrose, who was executed this morning between 
the hours of ten and twelve, pursuant to the sentence passed 
upon her by the Honourable Justice Norwynne. 

"Agnes Primrose was bom of honest parents, in the 

village of Anfield, in the county of " (William started 

at the name of the village and county); "but being led 
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astray by the arts and flattery of seducing man, she fell 
from the paths of yirtue and took to bad company, which 
instilled into her young heart all their evil ways, and at 
length brought her to this untimely end. So she hopes 
her death will be a warning to all young persons of her 
own sex, how they listen to the praises and courtship of 
young men, especially of those who are their betters ; for 
they only court to deceiye. But the said Agnes freely for- 
gives all persons who have done her injury or given her 
sorrow, from the young man who first won her heart, to the 
jury who found her guilty, and the judge who condemned 
her to death. 

'* And she £u;knowledges the justice of her sentence, not 
only in respect of her crime for which she suffers, but in 
regard to many other heinous sins of which she has been 
guilty, more especially that of once attempting to commit a 
murder upon her own helpless child ; for which guilt she 
now considers the vengeance of God has overtaken her, to 
which she is patiently resigned, and departs in peace and 
charity with all the world, praying the Lord to have mercy 
on her parting soul." 

POSTSCRIPT TO THE CONFESSION. 

'* So great was this unhappy woman's terror of death and 
the awful judgment that was to follow, that when sentence 
was pronounced upon her she fell into a swoon, from that 
into convulsions, from which she never entirely recovered, 
but was delirious to the time of her execution, except that 
short interval in which she made her confession to the 
clergyman who attended her. She has left one child, a 
youth almost sixteen, who has never forsaken his mother 
during all the time of her imprisonment, but waited on her 



138 THE WARNING. 

with true filial daty ; and no sooner was her final sentence 
passed than he began to droop, and now lies dangerously 
ill near the prison from which she is released by death. 
During the loss of her senses, the said Agnes Primrose 
raved continually of her chUd ; and, asking for pen, ink, and 
paper, wrote an incoherent petition to the judge, recom- 
mending the youth to his protection and mercy. But not- 
withstanding this insanity, she behaved with composure and 
resignation when the fatal morning arrived in which she 
was to be laimched into eternity. She prayed devoutly 
during the last hour, and seemed to have her whole mind 
fixed on the world to which she was going. A crowd of 
spectators followed her to the fatal spot, most of whom 
returned weeping at the recollection of the fervency with 
which she prayed, and the impression which her dreadful 
state seemed to make upon her." 

#^ ^^ ^1^ ^P 9fC ^^ 

No sooner had the name of " Anfield" struck William, 
than a thousand reflections and remembrances flashed on 
his mind to give him full conviction who it was he had 
judged and sentenced. He recollected the sad remains of 
Agnes, such as he once had known her ; and now he won- 
dered how his thoughts could have been absent from an 
object so pitiable, so worthy of his attention, as not to give 
him even suspicion who she was, either from her name or 
from her person, during the whole trial. 

But wonder, astonishment, horror, and every otheir sen- 
sation was absorbed by — remorse. It wounded, it stabbed, 
it rent his hard heart as it would do a tender one : it 
havocked on his firm inflexible mind as it would on a weak 
and pliant brain ! Spirit of Agnes ! look down, and behold 
all your wrongs revenged ! 'William feels— r^worw. 
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,HE Life of John Buncle, Esq.; containing 
various Observations and Reflections made in 
several parts of the Worlds and many Extraordi- 
nary Relations^ is a book unlike any other in the 
language, perhaps in the world ; and the intro- 
duction of passsages from it into the present 
^y volume must be considered as being, like itself, an 
exception to rules ; for it will resemble rather a 
notice in a review, than our selections in general. 
John's. Life is not a classic : it contains no passage which 
is a general favourite: no extract could be made from it 
of any length, to which readers of good taste would not 
find objections. Yet there is so curious an interest in all its 
absurdities ; its jumble of the gayest and gravest considerations 
is so founded in the actual state of things ; it draws now and 
then such excellent portraits from Hfe ; and above all, its animal 
spirits are at once so excessive and so real, that we defy the best 
readers not to be entertained with it, and having had one or two 
specimens, not to desire more. Buncle would say, that there 
is " cut and come again *' in him, like one of his luncheons of 
cold beef and a foaming tankard. 

John Buncle; Esq., is the representative of his author, 
Thomas Amory ; of whom little is known, except that he was a 
gentleman of singular habits and appearance, who led a retired 
life, was married, was a vehement Unitarian, wrote another 
extraordinary book professing tobe " Lives of Several Ladies " 
(in which there is a Hnk with John), and^died, to the glory of 
animal spirits, and of rounds of bread and butter (into which 
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his good cheer seems latterly to have merged), at the ripe old age 
of ninety-seven. He is supposed to have heen bred a physician. 
His father was a barrister, and is understood to have acquired 
considerable property in Ireland, in consequence of becoming 
secretary to the forfeited estates. 

John Buncle is evidently Amory himself. This is apparent 
from the bits of real autobiography which are mixed with the 
fictitious, and which constitute one of the strange jumbles 
in his book. Hazlitt has called him the " English Rabelais ; " 
and in point of animal spirits, love of good cheer, and some- 
thing of a mixture of scholarship, theology, and profane reading, 
he may be held to deserve the title ; but he has no claim to the 
Frenchman's greatness of genius, freedom from bigotry, and 
profoundness of wit and humour. He might have done very 
well for a clerk to Rabelais ; and his master would have laughed 
quite as much at, as with him. John is a kind of innocent 
Henry the Eighth "of private life," without the other's fat, 
iury, and solemnity. He is a prodigious hand at matrimony, 
at divinity, at a song, at a loud " hem," and at a turkey and 
chine. He breaks with the Trinitarians as confidently and with 
as much scorn as Henry did with the Pope ; and he marries 
seven wives, whom he disposes of by the lawfrd process of fever 
and small-pox. His book is made up of natural history, mathe- 
matics (literally), songs, polemics, landscapes, eating and 
drinking, and characters of singular men, all bound together by 
his introductions to and marriages with these seven successive 
ladies, every one of whom is a charmer, a Unitarian, and cut off 
in the flower of her youth. Buncle does not know how to endure 
her loss ; he shuts his eyes " for three days ;" is stupified ; is in 
despair ; till suddenly he recollects that Heaven does not like 
such conduct ; that it is a mourner's business to bow to its 
decrees ; to be devout ; to be philosophic ; in short, to be jolly, 
and look out for another dear, bewitching partner, " on Chris- 
tian principles." This is, literally, a fair account of his book; 
and our readers are now qualified to understand the passages we 
proceed to extract. 
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The *' Lives of Several Ladies,'' which preceded Buncle's 
autobiography, professed to be genuine lives, and were equally 
manifest fictions, mixed with a portion of truth. The ladies, 
like the wives, were all Unitarians, and all charming ; and the 
writer, after a certain spiritual mode, fell in love with them. 
They partook of his zest for all the pleasures of life ; had a great 
objection to ugly, as well as to Athanasian husbands, and none in 
the world to a good supper. The lives are addressed to a friend 
of the name of Jewks — a name which is often apostrophized 
with an abrupt joviality of the most amusing kind, in the 
midst of theological disquisitions. As the opening of this work 
is no unfavourable specimen of the author, and furnishes a pretty 
thorough foretaste of his spirit, the reader is presented with a 
few pages of it. 



"Your letter, dear Jewks, I had the pleasure of 
receiving ; and, that you should not suspect me of neglect- 
ing you, I postpone my journey to Chadson, to answer 
your questions. To the best of my power I will give you 
a monument of my friendship, though at present my con- 
dition is such, that I cannot subtract too much from the 
organs of the intellect, to give to those of motion. You 
shall have all I know relating to the lady you inquire after. 
You shall have, by the way, a few occasional observations. 

" In the year 1739, I travelled many hundred miles to 
visit ancient monuments, and discover curious things ; and 
as I wandered, to this purpose, among the vast hills of 
Northumberland, fortune conducted me one evening, in the 
month of June, when I knew not where to rest, to the 
sweetest retirement my eyes have ever beheld. This is 
Hali-fann. It is a beautiful vale surrounded with rocks, 
forest, and water. I found at the upper end of it the 
prettiest thatched house in the world, and a garden of the 



moat artful confusion I had ever seen. The litUe mansion 
was covered on every side with the finest flowery greens. 
The streams, all round, were murmuring and falling a 
thousand ways. All the kinds of singing birds were here 
collected, and in high harmony on the sprays. The ruins 
of an abbey enhance the beauties of this place ; they appear 
at the distance of four hundred jrarda from the house ; and 
as some great trees are now grown up among the remains, 
and a river ninds between the brokeu walls, the view is 
solemn, the picture fine. 

" When I came up to the house, the first figure I saw 
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was the lady whose story I am going to relate. She had the 
charms of an angel, but her dress was quite plain and clean 
like a coimtry maid. Her person appeared faultless, and 
of the middle size, between the disagreeable extremes; 
her face a sweet oval, and her complexion the brunette of 
the bright rich kind ; her mouth, like a rose-bud that is 
just beginning to blow; and a fugitive dimple, by fits, 
would lighten and disappear. The finest passions were 
always passing in her face ; and in her long, even, chestnut 
eyes, there was a fluid fire sufficient for half-a-dozen pair. 

*' She had a volume of Shakspeare in her hand as I came 
softly towards her, having left my horse at a distance with 
my servant ; and her attention was so much engaged with 
the extremely poetical and fine lines which Titania speaks 
in the third act of the Midsummer Night's Dreamy that she 
did not see me till I was quite near her. She seemed then 
in great amazement. She could not be much more sur- 
prised if I had dropped from the clouds. But this was soon 
over, upon my asking her if she was not the daughter of 
Mr. John Bruce, as I supposed from a similitude of faces, 
and informing her that her father, if I was right, was my 
near friend, and would be glad to see his chum in that part 
of the world. Marinda replied, * You are not wrong;' and 
immediately asked me in. She conducted me to a parlour 
that was quite beautiful in the rural way, and welcomed me 
to Hali-farm, as her father would have done, she said, had 
I arrived before his removal to a better world. She then 
left me for a while, and I had time to look over the room I 
was in. The floor was covered with rushes wrought into 
the prettiest mat, and the walls decorated all round with the 
finest flowers and shells. Eobins and nightingales, the 
finch and the linnet, were in the neatest reed cages of her 
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own mctking ; and at the upper end of the chamber, in a 
charming little open grotto, was the finest strix capite 
auritOf corpore rufoj that I have seen, that is, the great 
eagle owl. This beautiful bird, in a niche like a ruin, looked 
vastly fine. As to the flowers which adorned this room, 
I thought they were all natural at my first coming in, but 
on inspection it appeared that several baskets of the finest 
kinds were inimitably painted on the walls by Marinda*s 
hand. 

" These things afforded me a pleasing entertainment 
for about half an hour, and then Miss Bruce returned. One 
of the maids brought in a supper — such fare, she said, as 
her little cottage afforded ; and the table was covered with 
green peas and pigeons, cream cheese, new bread and 
butter. Everything was excellent in its kind. The cider 
and ale were admirable. Discretion and dignity appeared 
in Marinda's behaviour; she talked with judgment; and, 
under the decencies of ignorance, was concealed a valuable 
knowledge." — Vol. I., p. 1. 

This is the way in which Buncle meets with most of his 
ladies. They are discovered in lovely places reading books, and 
are always prepared for nice little suppers. Their fathers or 
other companions are generally people to match. Jack Bruce, 
Marinda's father, was an excellent good fellow, disinherited by 
his own father for refusing to sign the thirty-nine articles. He 
disappears in a solitude, marries a farmer's daughter (''an extra- 
ordinary beauty" with an " imcommon understanding"), and 
becomes a farmer himself. 

*' * Religion,' would Jack Bruce say, as we passed an 
evening over a little bowl of nectar, for he never taught in 
the dry, sober method — * religion,' &c." 
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Then follows a picture of philosophic Unitarianism. 

" This was a glorious faith, Jewks." People, he says, 
" may substitute inventive pieces in the place of true religion, 
and multiply their fancies into endless volumes ; such as 
Bevelation examined with Candour, the most uncandid thing 
that ever was written; the Life of David, &c., by the same 
author ; Rogers's Discourse of the Visible and Invisible Church ; 
Waterland's Importance, and other writings ; the execrable 
dialogues called Ophiomaches ; Trapp, Webster, and Vernon ; 
the miserable Answers to the Bishop of Clogher; DodweU, 
Church, and Brooks against Middleton; Knowles against 
the Argument a Priori; and cart-loads of such religious 
lumber** (these italics are the author's) ; " but, my dear Jewks, 
true Christianity lies in repentance and amendment." 

Miss Bruce wins a husband by painting pictures of ** Ar- 
cadia" and the "Crucifixion," and "playing on the fiddle." 
Divers charming young ladies come to her house by accident, 
and form extempore never-dying friendships, in the manner of 
the people in the Movers — 

" Come to my arms, my slight aqquaintance." 

Among others are Mrs. Schomberg and Miss West. 

" They were riding to Crawford Dyke, near Dunglass, 
the place I intended for, and by a wrong turn in the road 
came to Mrs. Benlow's house, instead of going to Robin's 
Toad,, where they designed to bait. It was between' eight 
and nine at night when they got to her door ; and as they* 
appeared, by the richness of their riding-dress, their ser- 
vants, and the beautiful horses they rid, to be women of 
distinction, Mrs. Benlow invited them in, and requested 
they would lie at her house that night, as the inn they were 
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looking for was very bad. Nothing could be more grateful 
to the ladies than this proposal. They were on the ground 
in a moment ; and we all sat down soon after, with the 
greatest cheerfulness, to a fine dish of trouts, roasted 
chickens, tarts, and sparragrass. The strangers were quite 
charmed with everything they saw. The sweet rural room 
they were in, and the wild beauties of the garden in view, 
they could not enough admire ; and they were so struck with 
Mrs. Benlow's goodness, and the lively, happy manner she 
has of showing it, that they conceived immediately the 
greatest affection for her. Felicity could not rise higher 
than it did at this table. For a couple of hours we laughed 
most immoderately'' — Id., p. 92. 

But to quit the lives of ladies who married other men, and 
come to John Buncle and his own. John quits his father, as 
Jack Bruce did, on account of a religious difl^rence, and goes 
about the world, seeking whom he may marry. His first wife 
is a Miss Melmoth. He had known her some time, when having 
been led one day into some particularly serious reflections on 
life and death by the sight of a skeleton, he considered that it 
would be a good thing to *' commence a matrimonial relation 
with some sensible, good-humoured, dear, delightful girl of the 
moimtains, and persuade her to be the cheerful partner of his 
still life." He thought that '' nature and reason" would then 
'* create the highest scenes of felicity, and that he should live, 
as it were, in the suburbs of heaven." 

" This is fine," concludes he, in an ecstacy. *• For once 
in my life I am fortunate. And suppose this partner I 
want in my solitude could be Miss Melmoth, one of the 
wisest and most discreet of women, a thinking bloom and 
good-humour itself in a human figure, then, indeed, I must 
be happy in this silent, romantic station. This spot of 
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earth would then have all the felicities. — Eesolved. Con- 
clusvm est contra ManichaoSy said the great St. Austin; and 
with a tlmmp of his fisty lie [St Austin) cracked the taUe" 
—Vol. II., Edit. 1770, p. 62. 

' Miss Melmoth, being one of the wisest as well as loveliest of 
women, accepts of course the hand that draws so convincing a 
conclusion from the fist of St. Austin, For two years they lead 
a life of hhss ; but at the end of that time she dies of a fever, 
and John quits a solitude which he could not bear. 

His second wife is the lovely Miss Statia Henley, " bright 
and charming as Aurora," daughter of John Henley, Esquire, 
of the Groves of Basil. She had some fugitive notions of 
celibacy, which our hero refutes on Christian principles; and, as 
in the former instance, they lead a hfe of bUss for two years. 
The " illustrious Statia" then dies of the small-pox, and is laid 
by Charlotte's side. 

** Thus did I again become a mourner. I sat with my 
eyes shut for three days ; but at last called for my horse, to 
try what air, exercise, and a variety of objects could do." — 
Vol. III., p. 57. 

Air, exercise, and a variety of objects did very well; for Mr. 
Buncle misses his way into the house and grounds of the ex- 
quisite Miss Antonia Cranmer, "a heaven-bom maid" and 
" innocent beauty," whom he marries of course. But her, also, 
alas ! he loses of the small-pox, at the end of two— no, three 
years. ** Four" days, too, he sits with his eyes shut, which is 
a day more than he gave to Statia ; and then he left the lodge 
once more, ** to live, if he could, since his religion ordered him 
so to do, and see what he was next to meet with in the world." 



••Notabene," says our author at this place; ''As I 
mention nothing of any children by so many wives, some 
readers may perhaps wonder at this ; and therefore, to . givq 

,12 
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ageneral answer, once for all, I think it sufficient to observe, 
that I had a great many to carry on the succession; but as 
they never were concerned in any extraordinary affairs, nor 
ever did any remarkable things, that I ever heard of ;^-only 
rise and breakfast, read and saunter, drink and eat, it 
would not be fair, in my opinion, to make any one pay for 
their history."— P. 151. 

This kind of progeny, by the way, hardly does credit to our 
hero's' very exquisite marriages. But as extremes meet, and 
fair play must be seen to the mass of the community, we suppose 
the young Buncles were dull, in consideration of the vivacity of 
the parents. 

Mr. Buncle having laid his beloved Antonia by the side of 
his Charlotte and his Statia, now goes to Harrogate ; and while 
there, '' it is his fortime to dance with a lady who had the head 
of an Aristotle, the heart of a primitive Christian; and the form 
of a Venus de Medicis/* 

" This was Miss Spence, of Westmoreland. I was not 
many hours in her company," says he, " before I became 
most passionately in love with her. I did all I could to 
vnn her heart, and at last asked her the question. But 
before I inform my readers what the consequence of this 
was, I must take some notice of what I expect from the 
Critical Reviewers. These gentlemen will attempt to raise 
the laugh. Our moralist (they will say) has buried three 
wives running, and they are hardly cold in their graves 
before he is dancing like a buck at the Wells, and plighting 
vows to a fourth girl, the beauty Miss Spence. An honest 
fellow, this Suarez, as Pascal says of that Jesuit, in his 
Provincial Letters. 

*' To this I reply, that I think it unreasonable and 
impious to grieve immoderately for the dead. A decent 
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and proper tribute of tears and sorrow humanity requires ; 
but when that duty has been paid, we must remember, that 
to lament a dead woman is not to lament a wife ! A wife 
must be a living woman." — Vol. III., p. 180. 

He argues furthermore, that it would be sinful to behave On 
such occasions as if Providence had been unjust. The lady 
has been lent but for a term ; and we must bow to the limitation* 
Besides, she is in Heaven ; and therefore it would be senseless to 
continue murmuring, and not make the most of the world that 
remains to us, while she is ^* breathing the balmy air of Para- 
dise," and being ''beyond description happy." 

Miss Spence, however, is a little coy. She is a very learned 
as well as charming young lady. She quotes Virgil, discourses 
with her lover on fluxions and the Differential Calculus, and is 
not to be won quite so fast as he wishes. Nevertheless, h^ wins 
her at last ; loses her in six months of a malignant fever and 
four doctors ; and, in less than three months afterwards, marries 
the divine Miss Emilia Turner, of Skelsmore Vale — alas ! for 
six weeks only. A chariot and four runs away with them, and 
his ''charmer is killed." She lives about an hour, repeats 
some consolatory verses to him out of a Latin epitaph, and bids 
him adieu with " the spirit of an old Roman." 

John's next " intended" (for the marriage did not take place 
in due order) was the enchanting Miss Dunk, famous for " exact 
regularity of beauty, and elegant softness of propriety." This 
elegant softness of propriety does not hinder the fair Agnes from 
running away with him from her father's house ; but she has 
scarcely arrived at the village where they are to be married, 
when she falls sick^ is laid out for dead, and is buried in the 
next churchyard. Not long afterwards the unhappy lover meets 
her, alive, laughing, and taking no notice, in the character of 
the wife of Dr. Stanvil, an amiable anatomist. The word will 
explain the accident that brought the charmer into the doctor's 
hands. Buncle, vexed as he owns himself to lose her, could not 
but see the reasonableness of the result and the folly of making 
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im "uproar;" so lie gallantly imitates the lady's behaviour, 
and rides off to fall in with that " fine creature" Julia Fitz- 
gibbons, as charming for a bewitching negligence, as Miss Dunk 
was for a divine self-possession. John studies physic under her 
father ; marries her in the course of two years ; and at the end 
of ten months loses her in a river while they are fishing. He 
sits with his eyes shut ten days (so highly do his wives increase 
in value) ; and then calls his man " to bring out the horses," 
and is off, on Christian principles, for wife the seventh. 

Who should this be but Miss Dunk? His friend. Dr. 
Stanvil, her husband, drops down dead of an apoplexy on purpose 
to oblige him. The widow lets him know that her reserve had 
not proceeded a bit from dislike ; quite the contrary. iShe marries 
him ; they lead a blissful life for a year and a half, during which 
he is reconciled with his father, who has become a convert to 
Unitarianism ; and then the lady goes the way of all Buncle's 
wives, dying of his favourite uxoricide, the small-pox ; and 
John, after diverting himself at sea, retires to a '^ little flowery 
retreat," in the neighbourhood of London, to hear purling streams 
c»i the one hand, and news on the other, and write verses about 
going to Heaven. 

The reader is to bear in mind, that all these marriages are 
interspersed with descriptions, characters, adventures of other 
sorts, natural history, and, above all, with polemics full of the 
most ridiculous beggings of the question, and the most bigoted 
invectives against bigotry. A few specimens of the table of 
contents will show him what sort of reading he has missed : — 

" The History of Miss Noel. 

** A Conversation in relation to the Primeevity of the 
Hebrew Tongue. 

" Of Mrs. O'Hara's and Mrs. Grafton's Grottoes. 
" Miss Noel's Notion of Hutchinson's Cherubim. 
" The Origin of Earthquakes — of the Abyss, &c. 
•* An Account of Muscular Motion. 
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" An Account of Ten Extraordinary Country Girls. 

"A Rule to Determine the Tangents of Curved Lines. 

" What a Moral Shekinah is. 

"Of Mr. Macknight's Harmony (of the Gospels). 

" Description of a Society of Protestant Married Friars. 

** The Author removes to Oldfield Spaw, on account of 
Indisposition occasioned by Hard Drinking; and his 
Reflections on Hard Drinking. 

" A Discourse on Fluxions between Miss Spence and 
the Author. 

" Of the Athanasian Creed. 

** What Phlogiston is. 

" Picture and Character of Curll, the Bookseller." (He 
says he was " very tall, thin, ungainly, goggle-eyed, white- 
faced, splay-footed, and baker-kneed ; very profligate, but not 
ill-natured.") 

It is impossible to be serious with John Buncle, Esquire, 
jolly dog. Unitarian, and Blue Beard ; otherwise, if we were to 
take him at his word, we should pronounce him, besides being a 
joUy dog, to be one of a very selfish description, with too good a 
constitution to correct him, a prodigious vanity, no feehng what- 
ever, and a provoking contempt for everything unfortunate, or 
opposed to his whims. He quarrels with bigotry, and is a 
bigot ; with abuse, and riots in it. He hates the cruel opinions 
held by Athanasius, and sends people to the devil as an Arian. 
He kiUs off seven wives out of pure incontinence and love of 
change, yet cannot abide a rake or even the poorest victim of 
the rake, imless both happen to be his acquaintances. The way 
in which he tramples on the miserable wretches in the streets, is 
the very rage and triumph of hard-heartedness, furious at seeing 
its own vices reflected on it, unredeemed by the privileges of law, 
divinity, and success. But the truth is, John is no more respon- 
sible for his opinions than health itself, or a high-mettled racer. 
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He only " thinks he 's thinkmg." He does, in reality, nothing 
at all but eat, drink, talk, and enjoj himself. Amory, Buncle's 
creator, was in all probability an honest man, or he would ha,rdly 
have been innocent enough to put such extravagances on paper. 
What Mrs. Amory thought of the seven wives does not appear. 
Probably he invented them before he knew her ; perhaps was 
not anxious to be reminded of them afterwards. When he was 
in the zenith of his health and spirits, he must have been a 
prodigious fellow over a bottle and beefsteak. 

It is hardly necessary to say, that by the insertion of pas- 
sages from this fantastical book no disrespect is intended to the 
respectable sect of Unitarians ; who, probably, care as little for 
fiuncle's friendship as the Trinitarians do for his enmity. There 
is apt to be too little real Christianity in polemics of any kind ; 
and John t& no exception to the remark. He contrives to be so 
absurd, even when most reasonable, that the charms of Nature 
herself and of animal spirits would suffer under his admiration 
and example, if readers could not easily discern the difference ; 
and even the youngest need scarcely be warned against over- 
looking it. Our volumes are intended to include all the phased 
of humanity that can be set before them without injury ; and 
among these were not to be omitted the eccentric » 
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Id house, or new house, or any 

lae, but particularly in a house 

the country, where there are 

Btorms at nig;ht, and the wind 

ia thundering in the trees, and 

the rain comea dashing against 

the windows in the gusts of it, 

who doea not think of men at 

Bea, of disasters by shipwreck) 

of husbands and sons fax away, 

struggling perhaps in breakers 

oa the shore, or clinging to icy shrouds, while we are lying in 

the safe and warm bed? It seema as if none of us ought to 

be comfortable on such occasions ; and yet, provided wo do 

our duty to the unfortunate, we ought to be as much so as we 

can ; for, in the first place, none of our tVionda may he in 

danger ; and, secondly. Nature, in the course of her harshest 

but always beneficent operations, uerer desires more su^ring 

to be inflicted than can be helped. 

Now, homes have always a tendency to make us tlunk of 
lemote places; comfortable beds remind us of travellers by night; 
and comfortable books, of travellers at all hours who cannot get 
any ; btit of all books, those which are written by travellera 
themselves give us a quintessence of all these feelings ; and the 
dder the books are, and the remoter the countries they treat of, 
the completer becomes our satisfaction, because the antiquity itself 
has become a sort of reverend novelty, and danger is over with 
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all parties except in the happy shuddering sense of it on the part 
of the reader. 

" With many a tempest had his beard been shaken/' 

says Chaucer of his seaman. It had been shaken, observe. 
So have all the beards of travellers of old ; and the older or 
more ancient they were, the more bearded one fancies them. 
An old folio book of romantic yet credible voyages and 
travels to read, an old bearded traveller for its hero, a fireside 
in an old country house to read it by, curtains drawn, and 
just wind enough stirring out of doors to make an accompani- 
ment to the billows or forests we are reading of, this surely 
is one of the perfect moments of existence. 

English reading of this kind, we mean the reading of books 
of travels in the English language, may be said to commence 
with the travels of good old William de Rubruquis and 
ILCComplished Marco Polo. See how instinctively our good 
friend Dr. John Harris, thorough disinterested bookworm, and 
one of the fathers of these collections of knowledge, intimates 
their superiority over their precursors, in the Table of Contents 
prefixed to his huge folio yolumes, one of which is now before 
us : — 

'* An Accoimt of the Several Passages to the Indies, both 
by sea and land, that have been attempted, discovered, or 
practised by the Ancients. 

''An Account of the Traveb of two Mahommedans through 
India and China in the ninth century. 

<< The Travels of Rabbi Benjamin, the son of Jonas of Tudela, 
through Europe, Asia, and Africa, frt>m Spain to China, from 
the year of our Lord 1160 to 1178 ; frtnn the Latin versions of 
Benedict Arias Montanus, and Constantino TEmpereur, com- 
pared with other Translations into different languages." 

*' The remarkable Travels of William de tlubruquis, a monk« 
sent by Louis IX., king of France, commonly styled St Louis, 
ambassador into different parts of the East, particularly into 
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Tartary and China, a.d. 1258, containing abundance of curious 
Particulars relating to those Countries, written by the Ambas- 
sador, and addressed to his Royal Master King Louis. 

''The ourimu and remarkable Voyages and Travels of 
Marco Polo, a gentleman of Venice, who, in the middle of the 
thirteenth century, passed through a great part of Asia, all the 
dominions of the Tartars, and returned home by sea through 
the Islands of the East Indies ; taken chiefly from the accurate 
edition of Ramusio, compared with an original manuscript in 
His Prussian Majesty's library, and with most of the translations 
hitherto published. * * 

The very tables of contents in these good folio writers, who 
give *' full measiu«, pressed down and running over," are a kind 
of books in themselves, and save us the trouble of stating who 
thei^ heroes were. Only, for the pleasure of the thing, we may 
a,dd, that these two fine old voyagers, from whom we are about 
to make some extracts, were, the one as simple, honest, truth- 
telling, and intelligent a soul withal as ever took monkery for a 
good thing ; and the other, a man of as proved a credibility in 
his way, a noble, trading, and accomplished Venetian, though 
he may have leant his ear a little too much to reports. He 
dealt in such very large and prosperous matters, both of jewellery 
and government, and saw such heaps of countries, and cities, 
and populations, and revenues, that although he fairly overbore 
the incredulity of his astounded countrymen with the bushels 
of diamonds and precious stones which he poured forth before 
their eyes (in a scene which our readers will meet with), he left 
behind him the nickname of Marco Milione; and a worthy 
epitomiser of his book informs us, that the Venetians in 'their 
carnival entertainments long had a character of that name, 
whose " chief jest lay in describing cities with a million of 
bridges, husbands with a million of wives, birds with a million 
of wings, beasts with a million of legs, " <fcc.* But if Marco had 

* Vide Mr. MacFarlane, himself a traydler, and Teiy shrewd and enter- 
taining obserr^, in a publication entitledthe Romance of Travel, vol. i., p. 339 
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come to life again, he might have retorted by peraonifjing a 
buffoon populace possessed of a million of ignorances. Marco, like 
Bruce, has outlived misconception. Every fresh traveller has 
tended to confirm the relations both of him and Rubruquis ; and 
as those relations chiefly concern one of the largest, most curious, 
and most unchanging countries and people on the face of the 
earth, they pretent a singular combination of modem with 
ancient interest. The Tartars are still nomade rovers in one 
part of their vast possessions, and Chinese rulers in the other. 
Their dresses are the same as of old, their faces the same ; they 
still exhibit the same mixture of great and civilized, yet clumsy^ 
undertakings ; and if in their joint character of Tartar and 
Chinese, their philosopher, Confucius, has rendered them a far 
wiser and more thinking people than is supposed even by the 
thinking European (himself not so free from prejudice and 
foolish custom as he fancies), their jealousy of innovation is a 
remnant of the old Tartar pride, as well as an instinct of security* 
The greatest innovation in China, next to philosophy, was tea *, 
which, however, appears to be of older date than the times of 
Polo and Rubruquis, though Mr. MacFarlane has observed the 
curious fact of their making no mention of it. There afe no 
three ideas which we associate more strongly with the two great 
portions of the East, than tea with the Chinese, and coffee and 
smoking with the Turks and Persians ; yet tea is not alluded 
to by the oldest Chinese writers, and the use of coffee and 
tobacco by mankind dates no further back than a few cen^ 
turies* There is no mention of smoking in the Arahian Nights ; 



f Knight's WeeUy Volumes). We have read Mr. MacFarlane's first two little 
books with the greatest pleasure ; bat, thoagh not wanting in cmioos extract 
as well as abridgment, he is too summary for the purpose of the present book. 
Our extracts fi^m Marco Polo and Kubruquis are taken fix>m the revised 
republication (^Harris;— iNTavz^an^tum aiqut Ilinerantium Bibliotheca i or, a 
Complete Collection of Voyages and Travels, consisting of above six hundred 
of the most authentic writers, <)*<;., two volumes folio, 1704. Harris includes 
Hackluyt and Purchas, and translations firom the best authorities in other 
languages. 



DELIGHTS OF BOOKS OF TRAVEL. 157 

nor was there of cofiee, till Mr. Lane found it in one of his ad- 
ditional stories. The Mussulman's drink was sherbet ; and 
instead of smoke, he chewed dates and tarts. 

This honesty on the part of our two good old travellers is, in 
fact, a virtue belonging emphatically to the best travellers, 
ancient and modem. Herodotus, the first authentic traveller, 
was an honest man. Nearchus, Alexander's admiral, the first 
authentic voyager, was an honest man. The great Columbus 
was one; Drake was one; Dampier, Bemier, Cook, Bell of 
Antimony, Niebuhr, Pocock, Park, Ledyard, the other 
explorers of Africa, and the heroical men who adorn our own 
days, the Franklins, Richardsons, and Backs. Bruee's fault was 
not dishonesty, but ostentation. It is impossible indeed to 
conceive men of this kind unpossessed of great virtues. Nothing 
less could animate or support them. Hence, in reading the 
best books of travels, we have the double pleasure of feeling our- 
selves to be in the company of the brave andthe good. 

In selecting the following extracts from some of the most 
interesting of these writers, we have gone upon the principle 
of exemplifying the chief points of attraction in books of 
voyages and travels ; to wit, remoteness and obscurity of place, 
diflPerence of custom, marvellousness of hearsay, surprising but 
conceivable truth, barbaric or civilised splendour, savage or 
simple contentment, personal danger, courage, and suffering, 
and moral enthusiasm. 



WILLIAM DE RUBRUQUIS. 

D firat for a taste of William da Bu- 
bruquifl. It is to be borne in mind, 
that be was sent into the East by the 
French king and cnieader Lonis IX., 
in the middle of the tturteenth centurj. 
The crusades had opened np a new 
ChriBtian interest all over that quarter 
d. Enterprising monks, and remnants 
ihurchea in Turkey and Armenia, had 
occasionea exaggerated nationa of the state of the 
futhin various parts of it; and Louie had heard of the famous 
Prtiter John, or itnaginarj Christian jir««fry^ and king, reign- 
ing somewhere over ChriHtiBn subjects, who is supposed to have 
meant the king of Abyssinia. Luuia had sent some monka to 
look out for this royal brother in ?iun ; and now he sent three 
more, to find him iu the person of a Tartar king of the name 
of Sartach. One of these was our good monk WilUam, who 
seems to ha?e been a Brabanter, and who had Latinised his 
name, after the fashion of those times, from Ruysbrock or Rys- 
bruck into De Rubruquis, The aeirant of the church mili- 
tant went r^oicing on his perilous mission, armed with a Bible 
and prayer-book, with a few lowly presents of wine, dned iruit, 
and biscuits, which the Tartars plundered and laughed at, 
and with a heap of bad arguments in divinity, which Sartach 
Appears to hare laughed at still more. As to Frester John, 
William could hear not a word about him, except &om a few 
Nestorion Christiana, who had nothing to show for the existence 
of such a persouE^e, Frester John was eternally utting on his 
throne somewhere ; but it was always in some -other place. 

Of Sartach the reader will find little in our extracts, the glory 
of the ught of him having been prejudiced by that of his broths 
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cliief and vagabond, Zagatai, whom Rubniquis saw first, and 
of whose state and presence he gives a more particular account. 
All the statements of Rubruquis are full of the life of truth. 
The appearance of Zagatai's carts with their houses on them, 
moving towards the traveller as if "a great city came to him," 
is particularly striking ; and Zagatai's consort, with her lovely 
noseless face has a virtue of repulsion in her, beyond all the 
foreign beauties we ever read of. 



WANDERING TARTARS AND THEIR CHIEF ZAGATAI, 
IN THE THIRTEENTH CENTURY. 

FBOM THB TBAVELS OF WILLIAM DE BUBBUQUIS. 

THE third day after we were departed out of these pre- 
cincts of Soldaia, we found the Tartars, amongst whom 
being entered, methought I was come into a new world, 
whose life and manners I will describe unto your highness 
as well as I can. 

They have no settled habitation, neither know they to- 
day where they shall lodge to-morrow. 

They have all Scythia to themselves, which stretcheth 
from the River Danube to the utmost extent of the East. 
Each of their captains, according to the number of his 
people, knows the bounds of his pastures, and where he 
ought to feed his cattle winter and summer, spring and 
autumn ; for in the winter they remove into warm regions 
southward, and in the summer they go up into the cold 
regions northward. In winter, when snow lies upon the 
ground, they feed their cattle in pastures where there is no 



IO(f DELIGHTS OF BOOKS OF TBAVEL. 

water, because then the j use snow instead of water. Tbeir 
houses in which thej sleep thej raise upon a round founda-^ 
lion of wickers artificially wrought and compacted together, 
the roof consisting of wickers also meeting above in one 
little roundell, out of which there rises upwards a neck 
like a chimney, which they cover with white felt ; and often 
they lay mortar or white earth upon the felt with the powder 
of bones, that it may shine and look white : sometimes also 
they cover their houses with black felt. This cupola of their 
house they adorn with variety of pictures. 

Before the door they hang a felt curiously painted over, 
for they spend all their coloured felt in painting vines, trees, 
birds, and beasts thereupon. These houses they make so 
large that they contain thirty feet in breadth ; for measuring 
once the breadth between the wheel-ruts of one of their carts 
or wains, I found it to be twenty feet over, and when the 
'house was upon the cart it stretched over the wheels on each 
side five feet at least. I told two-and-twenty oxen in one 
draught, drawing an house upon a cart, eleven in one row 
according to the breadth of the cart, and eleven more on the 
other side. The axle-tree of the cart was of an huge bigness 
like the mast of a ship, and a fellow stood in the door of the 
house upon the forestall of the cart, driving the oxen. They 
likewise make certain four-square baskets of slender twigs, 
as big as great chests; and afterwards from one side to 
another they frame an hollow lid or cover of such-like twigs, 
and make a door in it before. Then they cover the said 
chest or house v^th black felt, rubbed over with tallow or 
sheep's milk, to keep the rain from soaking through, which 
they likewise adorn with painting or white feathers. Into 
these chests they put their whole household stuff, or treasure, 
and bind them upon other carts which are drawn by camels, 
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that thej may pass through rivers ; neither do they ever take 
down these chests from their carts. 

When they take down their dwelling-houses, they turn 
the doors always to the south, and next they place the carts 
laden with the chests here and there within a stone^s cast of 
the house, insomuch that the house standeth between two 
ranks of carts, as it were between two walls. 

The women make themselves (adorn ?) beautiful carts, 
which I am not able to describe to your mcyesty but by pictures 
only, I would willingly have painted all things for you, 
had my skill been great enough in that art. A rich Tartar 
hath a hundred or two such carts with chests. Baatu hath 
sixteen wives, every one of which hath one great house 
besides other little houses, which they place behind the 
great one, being as it were chambers for their women to 
dwell, and to each of the house belong two hundred carts. 
When they take their houses off their carts, the principal 
wife placeth her court on the west, and so all the rest in 
order ; so that the last wife*s house is on the east frontier, 
and the court of each wife is distant from another about a 
stone's cast. 

Hence it is that the court of a rich Tartar will appear 
like a very large village, few men being to be seen therein. 
One woman will guide twenty or thirty carts at once, for 
their country is very flat, and they fasten the carts with 
camels or oxen one behind another. A wench sits in the 
foremost cart driving the oxen, and all the rest of themselves 
follow at a like pace. When they come to a place which is 
a bad passage, they loose them, and guide them one by one 
for they go at a slow pace, and not much faster than an ox can 
walk. 

On my arrival among these barbarous people I thought 
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as I before observed, tbat I was come into a new world ; for 

the/ came flocking about us on horseback, after they had 

made us wait for them in the shade under the black carta. 

The first questton they asked was, whether we had ever been. 

with tbem heretofore or not; and on our answering that we 
' had not, they began impudently to beg our victuals from us. 

We gave them some of our biscuit and wine, which we had 
' brought with us from the town of Soldai ; and having drank 

off one flt^on of our wine they demanded another, tilling 
' us that a man does not go into a house with one foot. W« 

gave them no more, however, excusing ourselves that we 
' had bnt little. Then they asked us whence we came, and 

whither we were bound, I answered them in these words. 

That we had heard concerning their Prince Sartach, that he 
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was become a Christian, and that unto him our determination 
was to travel, having your majesty's letter to deliver unto 
him. They were very inquisitive to know if I came of mine 
own accord, or whether I was sent. I answered that no 
man compelled me to come, neither had I come unless I 
had been willing ; and that there I was come, according to 
my own will and that of my superior. I took the utmost 
care never to say ^ was your majesty's ambassador. Then 
they asked what we had in our carts, whether it were gold, 
silver, or rich garments to take to Sartach. I answered, 
that Sartach should see what we had brought when we were 
come unto him ; that they had nothing to do to ask such 
questions, but rather ought to conduct me unto their captain ; 
and that he, if he thought proper, should cause me to be 
directed to Sartach — ^if not, that I would return ; for there 
was in the same province one of Baatu's kinsman, called 
Zagatai, to whom the Emperor of Constantinople had written 
letters to suffer me to pass through his territories. 

With this answer of ours they were satisfied, giving us 
horses and oxen and two men to conduct us. But before 
they would allow us these necessaries, they made iis wait a 
long while, begging our bread for their brats, wondering 
at all things they saw about our servants, as their knives, 
gloves, purses, and points, and desiring to have them. I 
excused myself, saying we had a long way to travel, find 
we could not deprive ourselves of things necessary to finish 
so long a journey. They said I was a niggardly scoundrel. 
It is true they took nothing by force from me, but they will 
beg all they see very importunately ; and if a man bestows 
anything upon them, it is but lost ; for they are thankless 
wretches. They esteem themselves lords^ and think that 
nothing should be denied them by any man. If a man 

K 2 
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gives them nothing, and afterwards stands in need of their 
assistance, they will do nothing for him. They gave m 
of their cows' milk to drink after their batter wais 

* 

churned oat of it, which was very sour, which they call 
Apram ; so we departed from them ; and indeed it seemed 
to me that we were escaped out of the hands of devils. The 
next day we were introduced to their captain. From the 
time wherein we departed from Soldai tifl we arrived at the 
court of Sartach, which was the space of two months, we 
never lay in house or tent, but always under the canopy of 
heaven, and in the open air, or under our carts ; neither 
saw we any village, or heard of any building where any 
village had been; but the graves of the Comanians we 
saw in great abundance. 

We met the day following with the carts of Zagatai, laden 
with houses, and I really thought i||at a great city came to 
meet me. I wondered at the multitudes of droves of oxen and 
of horses, and droves of sheep ; I could see* but few men 
that guided all these, upon which I inquired how many men 
he had under him, and they told me that he had not above 
five hundred in all, and that the one-half of this number 
never lay in another lodging. Then the servant, which was 
our guide, told me that I must present somewhat to Zagatai, 
and so he caused us to stay, going themselves before to give 
notice of our coming. By this time it was past three, and 
they unladed their houses near a river, and there came unto 
us his interpreter, who, being informed by us that we were 
never there before, demanded some of our victuals, and 
we granted his request. He also required of us some 
garment as a reward, because he was to interpret our 
message to his master. We excused ourselves as well as 
we could. Then he asked us what we would prefer to his 
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' lord, and we took a flaggon of vine, and filled a basket witli 
biacuit, and a salver with apples and other fruite ; but h^ 
was not contented therewith, because we brought him not 
some rich garment. 

We were, howeyer, admitted into his presence with fear 
and bashfulness. He sat on his bed, holding a musical 
instrument in his hand, and his wife sat by him, who, 
in my opinion, had cut and pared her nose between the 
eyes that she might seem to be more flat-nosed ; for she 
had left herself no nose at all in that place, having anointed 
the very scar with black ointment, as she also did her eye- 
brows, which sight seemed to us most ugly. Then I 
repeated to him the same words which 1 had done in other 
places ; for we were directed in this circumstance by some 
that had been amongst the Tartars, that we should never 
vary in our tale. I besought him that he would accept this 
small gift at our hc^ids, excusing myself that I was a monk, 
and that it was against our profession to possess gold, silver, 
or precious garments, and therefore that I had not any such 
thing to give him, unless he would receive some part of our 
victuals instead of a blessing. He caused thereupon our 
present to be received, and immediately distributed the 
same amongst his men, who were met together for that 
purpose, to drink and make merry. 1 delivered also to 
him the Emperor of Constantinople's letters, eight days 
after the feast of Ascension, and he sent them to Soldai to 
have them interpreted there; for they were written in 
Oreek, and he had none about him that was skilled in the 
Greek tongue. 

He asked us if we could drink any Cosmos — that is to 
say, mare*s milk, for those that are Christians 'among them, 
as the Russians, Grecians, and Alans, who keep their own 



166 DELIGHTS 07 BOOKS OF TRAVEL. 

laws very strictly, will not drink thereof, for they account 
themselves no Christians after they have once drank of it ; 
and their priests reconcile them to the church, as if they 
had renounced the Christian faith. I answered, that as yet 
we had sufficient of our own to drink, and that when it 
failed us we should be constrained to drink such as should 
be given us. He inquired also what was contained in the 
letters your majesty sent to Sartach. I answered they were 
sealed up, and nothing contained in them but friendly 
words. And he asked what words we would deliver unto 
Sartach. I answered the words of Christian Faith. He 
asked again what those words were, for he was very 
desirous to hear them. Then I expounded to him, as well 
as I could by my interpreter, who was a very sorry one, the 
Apostle's Creed, which after he had heard he shook his head. 

Here endeth (as far as our pages are concerned) good 
William de Rubruquis ; and here beginneth the good Signer 
Jeweller and noble Venetian, Messer Marco Polo. 



u 






MARCO POLO. 

ARRIS suffered his pen to slip in his table 
of contents when he described Marco Polo 
travelling in the middle of the twelfth 
century. That was the date of the father 
and uncle of Marco, who went into China 
and Tartary before him. Marco, how* 
ever, includes the history of their travels in his 
own, so that Harris's date does not violate the 
spirit of the truth. The father and uncle, Niccolo and 
Maffeo Polo, had had better luck than Rubruquis, They saw 
not only the wild and roving Tartars, but the civilised; those who 
lived in great cities, not of houses on carts, but of magnificent 
palaces, descendants of the conquerors under Genghis JQian, 
lord of India, Persia, and Northern China, whose descendant 
KuMa (Coleridge's Kubla) was now reigning 

** In Cambala, seat of Cathaian Khan.** 

Pabadmb Lost. 

Milton had seen him before Coleridge, in the pages of Marco 
Polo. The great poet had also seen the Tartars of William de 
Rubruquis, and the subsequent Chinese improvements on their 
carts : — 

'' As when a vulture on Imaus bred, 
Whose snowy ridge the roving Tartar bounds, 
Dislodging from a region scarce of prey 
To goi^e the flesh of lambs or yeanling liids 
Ob hills where flocks are fed, flies tow'rds the springs 
Of Ganges or Hydaspes, Indian streams. 
But in his way lights on the biuren plains 
Of S^cana, where Chineses drive 
With sails and wind their cany waggons ligh^ 
So on this windy sea of land the Fiend 
Walk'd up and down alone, bent on his prey.^ 

Jd., BooklU. 
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The reader will also find Milton presently with Marco Polo in 
the desert. He was fon4 of the East and South, from Tartar/ 
down to Morocco, from the red and white complexions of the 
conical-hatted sons of Hologou down to the 

" Dusk faces with white silken torbans wreath'd." 

But what poet is not ? Chaucer got his '8quire*8 Tals^ nobodj 
knows how, from 

> " Sarra, in the land of Tartar/.* 

Other old English poets confounded, or chose to confound, 

" tbe loathly lakes of Tartary" 

with those of Tartarus ; at least, one word with llie other. They 
thought both the places so grim and remote, as to desenre to 
have the same appellation. 

Niccolo and Maffeo Polo went into the East to trade in 
jewels. They entered the cervice of Kubla, assisted him in his 
wars with their knowledge of engineering, and became agents for 
religious affairs between the Pope and their master, who (with 
a liberality which is apt to be more honourable to the person 
who is willing to hear, than to the zealots who assume that 
they are qualified to teach him) was desirous to understand 
what a people so clever in the affairs of this world had to tell 
him respecting the world unknown. On their return to the 
Khan (which terminated in nothing to that end), they brought 
with them the younger Polo, Marco, who also entered the Khan's 
service, and who subsequently became the most enterprising 
traveller of all three, and the relator of their adventures. He told 
the history to a friend, who took it from his mouth ; and hence it 
is, that he is always spoken of in the third person. 

The reader must conceiye Marco in full progress for the 
court of the Great Khan, and about to pass over the terrible 
desert of Lop or Kobi, where he (or Dr. Harris) has omitted, 
however, what we could swear we once beheld in it, by favour of 
some other account ; to wit, a dreadful unendurable face, that 
used to stare at people as they went by. Polo's account. 
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depriyed of this rich bit of horror, is comparatively tame ; but 
still the sounds, and the invisible host of passengers, are much ; 
and the poetic reader v^ill trace the footsteps of Milton, who has 
clearlj been listening, in this same desert of Lop, to the ghastly' 
calling of people's names — ^to 

" Voices calling in the dead of night, 
And airy tongues that syllable men's names 
On sands and shores and desert wildernesses.** 

He has another line in the same passage about " ghastly fury's 
apparition," which we cannot but think was suggested by our 
friend, the dreadful face. 



MARCO POLO PASSES THE DESERT OF LOP. 

CASCIAN is subject to the Tartars; the name of the 
province and chief city is the same ; it hath many cities 
and castles, many precious stones are found there in the 
rivers, especially jasper and chalcedous, which merchants 
carry quite to Ouaback to sell and make great gain ; from 
Piem to this province, and quite through it also, is a 
sandy soil with many bad waters, and few good. When an 
army passes through the province, all the inhabitants 
thereof, with their wives, children, cattle, and all their 
house stuff fly two days' journey into the sands, where 
they know that great waters are, and stay there, and carry 
their oom thither, also to hide it in the sand after harvests 
from the like fears. The wind doth so deface their steps in 
die sand, that their enemies cannot find their way. 

Departing from this province, you are to travel ^ye 
days' journey through the sands, where no other water 



170 DELIGHTS OF BOOKS OF TRAVEL- 

almost than that 'which is bitter is anywhere to be found, 
until you come to the city called Lop, which is a great city 
from which is the entrance of a great desert, called also the 
wilderness of Lop, seated between the east and the north- 
east. The inhabitants are Mahommedans, subject to the 
Great Khan. 

In the city of Lop, merchants who desire to pass over 
the desert, cause all necessaries to be provided for them, 
and when victuals begin to fail in the desert, they kill their 
asses and camels, and eat them. They make it mostly 
their choice to use camels, because they are sustained with 
little meat, and bear great burthens. They must provide 
victuals for a month to cross it only, for to go through it 
lengthways would require a year's time. They go through 
the sands and barren mountains, and daily find water ; 
yet it is sometimes so little that it will hardly suffice 
fifty or a hundred men with their beasts ; and in three or 
four places the water is salt and bitter. The rest of the 
road, for eight-and-twenty days, is very good. In it there 
are not either beast, or birds ; thfey say that there dwelt 
many spirits in this wilderness, which cause great and- 
marvellous illusions to travellers, and make them perish, for 
if any stay behind, and cannot see his company, he shall 
be called by his name, and so going out of the way, is lost,- 
In the night they hear as it were the noise of a company^ 
which taking to be theirs they perish likewise. Concerts of 
music-instruments are sometimes heard in the air, likewise 
drums and noise of armies. They go therefore close together, 
hang bells on their beasts' necks, and set marks if any stray. 

We must now suppose our traveller arrived at the dwelling of 
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KUBLA KHAN. 

This magnificent Tartar prince has always been an object of 
interest with readers of the old travellers. A fine poet has 
noticed him, and rendered him a hundred times more so. 
Coleridge was reading an account of one of his structures in 
Purchas's Pilgrimage, when he fell into a sleep occasioned by 
opium, during which, he tells us, he poured forth some hundreds 
of lines, of which an accident deprived us of more than the 
divine fragment known under the title of Kuhla Khan, or a 
Visum in a Dream, Opium takers are said to have such visions; 
but only such an opium taker as Coleridge ever had one, we 
suspect, so thoroughly fit and poetical, or related it in such 
exquisite music. It is impossible to refer to it, and not repeat 
it. The reader shall first have not only the words which the 
poet quotes from Purchas as having occasioned it, but the 
original of Purchas from Marco Polo, He will then see what 
a poet can do, even for a book of old travels and a king of 
kings. 

Coleridge says he fell asleep while reading ** the following 
sentence, or words of the same substance," from Purchas's 
book: — "Here the Khan Kubla commanded a palace to be 
built, and a stately garden thereunto ; and thus ten miles of 
fertile ground were enclosed with a wall." ** The author," he 
proceeds, " continued for about three hours in a profound sleep, 
at least of the external senses, during which he has the most vivid 
confidence that he could not have composed less than from two 
to three hundred lines ; if that indeed can be called composition 
in which all the images rose up before him as things, with a 
parallel production of the corresponding expressions, without 
any sensation, or a consciousness of effort. On awaking, he 
appeared to himself to have a distinct recollection of the whole ; 
and taking his pen, ink, and paper, instantly and eagerly wrote 
down the lines that are here preserved. At this moment he 
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was unfortunatelj called out by a person on business from 
Porlock, and detained by him above an hour; and on bis 
return to bis room, found, to his no small surprise and mortifi- 
cation, that though he still retained some vague and dim recol- 
lection of the general purport of the vision, yet, with the 
exception of some eight or ten scattered lines and images, all 
the rest had passed away like the images on the surface of a 
stream into which a stone had been east ; but, alas ! without 
the after restoration of the latter." 

The veracity of this statement has been called in question ; 
by what right of superior knowledge to the poet's own, we 
cannot say. For oiu* parts, we devoutly believe it. We know 
very little of opium ; but perhaps every writer of verse has 
experienced what it is to pour forth poetry in dreams, though he 
may have been as unableto call his production to mind, as Scarlatti 
was his famous '* Devil's Sonata.** Coleridge, by some process 
perhaps of the mysterious h^b which had set him to sleep, had 
the ability given him ; perhaps he had not been asleep at all in 
the ordinary sense of the word, but in some state of what is 
called eoma vigil. At all events, the poem, exquisite as it is, is 
no finer than he could have written awake ; and what he could 
have written awake, he might have conceived asleep, especially 
under the preternatural kind of excitement to which opiates 
give rise. 

The following is Marco Po1o*b account of the structure alluded 
to. We give it, however, not from Harris, but from the later and 
better pages of Mr. Murray, who published not long ago the 
eompletest version of the travels of Marco Polo. The 
'* Shandu" of Mr. Murray is the " Xanadu" of Coleridge. 
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KUBLA KHAN'S PALACE AT XANADU. 

At Shaudu ia Tartary, near the western frontier of 
China, he has built a very laJ^e palace of marble and other 
valuable stonea. The halls are gilded all. over, and 
wonderfully beautiful, and a spaee sixteen miles in circuit 
is surrounded by a wall within which are fountains, rivers, 
and meadows. He finds stags, deer, and wild-goats, to 
give for food to the falcons and ger-falcona, which he keeps 
in cages, and goes out once a week to Bport with them. 
Frequently he rides through that enclosure, having a leopard 
on tlie crupper of his horse, which, whenever he ia inclined, 
he lets go, and it catches a stag, deer, or wild-goat, which 
is given to the ger-falcons in tlie cage. In this park, too, 
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the monarch has a large palace framed of cane, in 
interior gilded all over, having pictures of beasts and birds 
most skilfully worked on it. The roof is of the same 
material, and so richlj varnished that no water can 
penetrate. I assure you that these canes are more than 
three palms thick, and from ten to fifteen paces long. 
They are cut length ways, from one knot to the other, and 
then arranged so as to form the roof. The whole structure 
is so disposed that the Khan, when he pleases, can order it 
to be taken down, for it is supported by more than two hundred 
cords of silk. His msyesty remains there three months of 
the year, June, July, and August, the situation being cool 
and agreeable ; and during this period his palace of cane is 
set up, while all the rest of the year it is down. On the 
28th of August, he departs thence, and for the following 
purpose : — ^there are a race of mares white as snow, with no 
mixture of any other colour, and in number 10,000, whose 
milk must not be drunk by any one who is not of imperial 
lineage. Only one other race of men can drink it, called 
Boriat, because they gained a victory for Gengis Khan. 
When one of these white animals is passing, the Tartars 
pay respect to it as a great lord, standing by to make 
way for it. 

Now for the architecture and landscape gardening of the 
poet: — 

In Xanadu did Kubla Khan 
A stately pleasure-dome decree, 
Where Alph, the sacred river, ran 
Through caverns measureless to man 
Down to a sunless sea. 
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So twice five miles of fertile ground 
With walls and towers were girded round : 
And here were gardens bright with sinuous rills, 
Where blossomed many an incense-bearing tree ; 
And here were forests ancient as the hills, 
Enfolding sunny spots of greenery. 

But, oh ! that deep romantic chasm which slanted 

Down the green hill athwart a cedam cover ! 

A savage place ! as holy and enchanted 

As e'er beneath a waning moon was haunted 

By woman wailing for her demon lover ! 

And from this chasm with ceaseless turmoil seething. 

As if this earth in fast thick pants were breathing, 

A mighty fountain momently was forced ! 

Amid whose swift half-intermitted burst 

Huge fragments vaulted like rebounding hail, 

Or chaffy grain beneath the thresher's flail : 

And *mid these dancing rocks at once and ever 

It flung up momently the sacred river. 

Five miles, meandering with a mazy motion, 

Through wood and dale the sacred river ran, 

Then reached the caverns measureless to man, 

And sank in tumult to a lifeless ocean : 

And *mid this tumult Kubla heard from far 

Ancestral voices prophesying war ! 

The shadow of the dome of pleasure 

Floated midway on the waves ; 

Where was heard the mingled measure 

From the fountain and the caves. 
It was a miracle or rare device, 
A sunny pleasure-dome with cares of ice 1 
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A damsel with a dulcimer 

In a yision once I saw ; 

It was an Abyssinian maid, 

And on her dulcimer she plaj'd. 

Singing of Mount Abora. 

Could I revive within me 

Her symphony and song, 

To such a deep delight 't would win me 
That with i^usic loud and long 
I would build that dome in air, 
That sunny dome I those caves of ice ! 
And all who heard should see them there, 
And all should cry — beware ! beware ! 
His flashing eyes, his floating hair ! 
Weave a circle round him thrice, 
And close your lips with holy dread, 
For he on honey dew hath fed, 
And drank the milk of Paradise. 

Neither Marco Polo, nor Rubruquis, no, nor Raleigh himself, 
nor any traveller that existed, ever saw a vision like that ! 

But we must hasten out of its divine company. Marco 
resumes with an account of 

KUBLA KHAN'S PEBSON AND STATE. 

The Great Khan, lord of lords, named Kublai, is of a 
fine middle size, neither too tall nor too short ; he has a 
beautiful fresh complexion, and well-proportioned limbs. 
His colour is fair and vermeil like the rose, his eyes dark 
and fine, his nose well formed and placed. He has four 
ladies, who always rank as his wives ; and the eldest son, bom 
to him by one of them, succeeds as the rightful heir of the 
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empire. They are named empresses ; each bears his name, 
and holds a court of her own ; there is not one who has not 
three hundred beautiful maidens, with eunuchs, and many 
other male and female attendants, so that some of the courts 
of these ladies contain 10,000 persons. 

Kubla resides in the vast city of Kambalu, three months 
in the year, December, January, and February, and has 
here his great palace, which I will now describe. 

The floor rises ten palms above the ground, and the 
roof is exceeding lofty. The walls of the chambers and 
stairs are all covered with gold and silver, and adorned 
with pictures of dragons, horses, and other races of animals. 
The hall is so spacious that 6000 can sit down to banquet ; 
and the number of apartments is incredible. The roof is 
externally painted with red, blue, green, and other colours, 
and is so varnished that it shines like crystal, and is seen 
to a great distance around. 

The Tartars celebrate a festival on the day of their 
nativity. The birthday of the Khan is on the 28th of Septem- 
ber, and is the greatest of all, except that at the beginning of 
the year. On this occasion he clothes himself in robes of 
beaten gold, and his twelve barons and 13,000 soldiers wear, 
like him, dresses of a uniform colour and shape ; not that 
they are so costly, but similarly made of silk, gilded, and 
bound by a cincture of gold. Many have their robes 
adorned with precious stones and pearls, so as to be worth 
10,000 golden bezants. The Great Khan, twelve times in 
the year, presents to those barons and knights robes of the 
same colour with his own ; and this is what no lord in the 
world can do. 

And now I will relate a most wonderful thing, namely, 
that a large lion is led into his presence, which as soon as 

L 
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it sees him, drops down, and mfikes a sign of deep humility, 
owning him for its lord, and moving about without any chain. 

Chaucer had certainly read of Eubla. He has described 
him sitting, as above, at his table, 

" Harking his minstrelles their thinges play 
Before him at his board, deliciously." 

And 80, leaving him in this proper imperial attitude with his 
minstrelsy, his lords, and his lion, we take leave of Marco and 
his mighty Khan. Nations in those times appear to have tried 
what they could do to aggravate the welfare and importance of 
a single /nan. It was a very absurd though a very amusing 
endeavour. The single man, at his peril, at least in Europe, 
must now try what he can do to aggravate the welfare cmd 
importance of the people. 

We must not quit, however, the old times of travels, aad the 
most authentic of their illustrators, without quoting some pas- 
sages in the narratives of Mandeville, Oderico, and others, whose 
names, though not worthy to stand beside the former, are 
associated with those regions of wild and preternatural interest 
which lie between truth and fiction ; places, of which more is 
truly related than the narrators have been given credit for, but 
with such colouring from the reports of others, and from their 
own excited imagination, as give us leave to doubt or to believe 
just as much as may be suitable to the frame of mind in which 
we read them. The dreadful or delightful sounds, for instimce, 
which these old travellers heard in deserts, have been reasonably 
attributed to winds and other natural causes; and the 
terrible "faces'* which they saw, to robbers or gigantic sculp- 
true. But what care we for "pure reason," when we desire 
romance ? There is enough mystery in everything, however com- 
mon-place, to leave its causes inexplicable ; and if we choose to 
have our mysterious music or our terrible face without the alloy of 
explanation, "neat as imported,'* we have all the right in. the 
world, whether as boys or sages, to have the wish indulged. 



OF THE OLD MAN OF THE MOUKfAIN., 179 

FRIAR ODERICS RICH MAN WHO WAS FED BY 

FIFTY VIRGINS. 

While in the province of Mangi, or Southern China, I 
passed by the palace of a rich man, who is continually attend- 
ed upon by fifty young virgins, who feed him at every meal 
as a bird feeds her young ; and all the time they are so em- 
ployed, they sing to him most sweetly. The revenues of this 
man are thirty tomans of tagars of rice, each toman being 
10,000 tagars, and one tagar is the burthen of an ass. His 
palace is two miles in circuit, and is paved with alternate 
layers of gold and silver. Near the wall of his palace there 
is an artificial mould of gold and silver, having turrets and 
steeples and other magnificent ornaments, contrived for the 
solace and recreation of this great man. 

The personal title of the following tremendous old gentleman 
(called " Senex" by the first translator of Oderico) means 
nothing more, with the ''reasonable,*' than Sheik, or Elder. 
He is a kind of dreadful Aldennan. But who would part with 
the words "Old Man of the Mountain," — ^their wrinkled old 
vigour and reverend infamy ? He is first cousin of the shocking 
old fellow in Sindbad, the Old Man of the Sea, who rode upon 
the shoulders of that voyager like a nightmare, and stuck his 
knees in his sides. It is proper to retain the ** Of " in the old 
heading of the story. " Of the old man," &c. is much more 
ancient and mysterious than the modem custom of beginning 
with " TJie.'' 

OF THE OLD MAN OF THE MOUNTAIN. 

Proceeding on my travels towards the south, I arrived 
at a certain pleasant and fertile country, called Melistorte, 
in which dwells a certain aged person called the Old Man 
of tlie Mountain. This person had surrounded two 
mountains by a high wall within which he had the finest 

L 2 
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gardens and finest fountains in the world, inhabited by great 
numbers of most beautiful virgins. It was likewise supplied 
with fine horses, and every article that could contribute to 
luxury and delightful solace ; on which account it was called 
by the people of the country, the terrestial paradise. Into 
this delightful residence the old man used to entice all the 
young and valiant men he could procure, where they were 
initiated into all the delights of the earthly paradise in which 
milk and wine flowed in abundance, through certain hidden 
conduits. When desirous of assassinating any prince or noble- 
man, who had offended him, the old man would order the 
governor of his paradise to entice into that place some 
acquaintance or servant of the prince or baron whom he 
wished to slay. Allowing this person to take a full taste of 
the delights of the place, he was cast into a deep sleep by 
means of a strong potion, in which state he was removed 
from paradise; on recovering from his sleep, and finding 
himself excluded from the pleasures of paradise, he was 
brought before the old man, whom he entreated to restore 
him to the place from whence he had been taken. He was 
then told, that if he would slay such or such a person, he 
should not only be permitted to return into paradise, but 
should remain there for ever. 

By these means the old man used to get all those 
murdered against whom he had conceived any displeasure ; 
on which account all the kings and princes of the east stood 
in awe of him and paid him tribute. 

When the 'Tartars had subdued a large portion of the 
earth, they came into the country of the old man, and took 
from him his paradise. Being greatly incensed at this, he 
sent out many of his resolute and desperate dependents, by 
whom numbers of the Tartar nobles were slain. Upon this the 
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Tartars besieged the city of the old man of the mountain ; and 
making him prisoner, they put him to a cruel and ignoble death* 

The famous Prester John must by no means be omitted in 
the hst of these remote personages who sit *' throned" in old 
books. Prester, that is to say, Presbyter, or Priest John, has 
generally been thought in later times to mean the Christian 
King of Abyssinia; but the most recent investigators are inclined 
to restore him his old locality, and consider him as a Tartar 
king, probably a Mongol of the name of Whang, who was sup- 
posed to have been converted to the Christian faith by Nestorian 
missionaries. Whang is almost identical with the pronunciation 
of the Spanish form of John — Juan ; which is very unlike 
what we call it in England. The imagination is to consider 
Prester John as a compound of priest and sovereign, an eastern 
pope or Christian Grand Lama, sitting clothed in white, and 
holding a cross instead of a sceptre. He is a Christian Tartar, 
subjugating the nations around him, till he is conquered by the 
more famous Zinghis Khan. Little however is known of him 
beyond his name. The most wonderful anecdote we can find 
of him is one that is related by Friar John de Carpini, who was 
sent ambassador to the Tartars by Pope Innocent IV. in 
the middle of the thirteenth century. It seems to anticipate the 
appearance of artillery in Europe. 

HOW PRESTER JOHN BURNT UP HIS ENEMY'S MEN 

AND HORSES. 

When Zinghis and his people had rested some time after 
their conquest of Cathay, he divided his army, and sent one 
of his sons, named Thosut Khan, against the Comainans, 
whom he vanquished in many battles, and then returned into 
his own country. Another of his sons was s^nt with an army 
against the Indians, who subdued the Lesser India, These 
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Indians are the Black Saracens, who are also named Ethio- 
pians. From thence the Mongol army marched to fight 
against the Christians dwelling in the greater part of India ; 
and the king of that country, known by the name of Prester 
John, came forth with his army against them. This prince 
caused a number of hoUow copper figures to be made, re- 
sembling men, which were stuffed with combustibles and set 
upon horses, each having a man behind on the horse, with a 
pair of bellows to stir up the fire. When approaching to give 
battle, these mounted images were first sent forwards against 
the enemy,and the men who rode behind set fire by some means 
to the combustibles, and blew strongly with their bellows ; 
and the Mongol men and horses were burnt with wild-fire, 
and the air was darkened with smoke. Then the Indians 
charged the Mongols, many of whom were wounded and 
slain, and they were expelled from the country in great confu- 
sion, and we have not heard that they ever ventured to return. 

It is a pity we cannot give a hundred other romantic par- 
ticulars out of these old travellers, fix>m the times of Herodotus 
downwards ; but our limits will not permit us. We must pass, 
with a due amount of delight or horror,hi8 semi-annual sleepers and 
pious cannibals ; the isle of Nearchus, from which no one returned ; 
the accounts of Gog and Magog, and of the wallof Doolkamein ; 
the one-eyed and one-legged people of Mandeville, the latter of 
whom make an umbrella of their foot ; isles of giants and rivers 
of gems ; goblets of wine, that came to the drinker of their own 
accord ; and the Region of Darkness where there never appeared 
sun, moon, or star, &c. Sindbad or Ulysses cotdd not beat 
them ; sometimes had the same identical experiences, as in valleys 
of diamonds and raw-men-eating giants. We must escape from 
old fictions founded on truth, to modem narratives fiill of truth and 
more touching than fiction. And first for honest, admirable 



YARD'S touchiDg praise of women 
i of die kindness whicli he ever ex- 
lieDced at their hands, has been re- 
>eated in many a bouk of selections ; 
ut who shall be the first person to 
leave it out ? Certatnlj not the 
compiler of this. Ledjsrd was a 
man who possessed every qualifi- 
ion fur a traveller of the higheet 
little mom composure of purpose. 
He had health, strength, observation, reflection, inlegiitj, un- 
dauntedness, enthusiasm, but was somewhat too restless and 
impatient ; and this single flaw in bis perfections probably 
tended to shorten his career and leave him without a great prac- 
tical name. He was an American, and intended for a missionary; 
but be could not bear to remun at school. He became asailor, a 
marine, circumnavigated the world with Cook (who respected aud 
made use of him), and finally went to Africa under the auspices 
of the association for making discoveries, but died prematurely 
in Egypt, in the year ns8. When be presented himself at the 
Institute as a candidate for diecoyery, he was [isked when be- 
wonldbe ready to set out. He answered, " To-morrow morning." 
The following passage Irom a letter which be wrote before 
embarking for Africa, will show the natural dignity and purity 
of his character. 

" I was last evening in company with Mr. Jarvia of New 
York, whom I accidentally met in the city, oiid invited to 
my lodgings. When I was ill Paria in distress, he behaved 
very generously te me, and, as I do not want money at 
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present, I had a double satisfaction in our meeting, being 
equally happy to see him, and to pay him one hundred livres, 
which I never expected to be able to do, and I suppose he 
did not think I should. If he goes to New York as soon as 
he mentioned, I shall trouble him with this letter to you, 
and with some others to your address for my other friends. 
I wrote you last from this place, nearly two years ago, but 
I suppose you heard from me at Petersburg, by Mr. 
Franklin of New York. I promised to write you from 
the remote parts of Siberia. I promise everything to those 
I love ; and so does fortune to me sometimes, but we reci- 
procally prevent each other from fulfilling our engagements. 
She left me so poor in Siberia, that I could not write you, 
because I could not frank the letter." 

Ledyard's honest biographer, though a great and intelligent 
admirer of his hero, finds fault with his style for its incorrect- 
nsss. The fatdt, if it existed, must be confined to passages in 
his journal not given by Mr. Sparks, for we cannot discover it 
in those which he has. To us it appears admirable ; quite 
correct and pure ; indeed the best we ever saw for sheer unaf- 
fected eloquence from an American pen. The one before us is 
a positive masterpiece, in style as well as feeling. 



LEDYARD'S PRAISE OF WOMEN. 

FAOM "MEMOIRS OF HIS LIFE AND TBAVBLS BY JA&ED SPARKS." 

I HAVE observed among all nations that the women 
ornament themselves more than the men ; that, wher- 
ever found, they are the saftie civil, kind, obliging, humane, 
tender beings ; that they are ever inclined to be gay and 
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cheerful, timorous and modest. They do not hesitate like 
man to perform a hospitable or generous action ; not 
haughty, nor arrogant, nor supercilious, but full of courtesy 
and fond of society ; industrious, economical, ingenuous ; 
*more liable, in general, to err than man, but in general, also, 
more virtuous, and performing more good actions than he. 
I never addressed myself, in the language of decency and 
friendship, to a woman, whether civilized or savage, without 
receiving a decent and friendly answer. With man it has 
often been otherwise. In wandering over the barren plains 
of inhospitaHe Denmark, through honest Sweden, frozen 
Lapland, rude and churlish Finland, unprincipled Russia, 
and the wide spread regions of the wandering Tartar, if 
hungry, dry, cold, wet, or sick, woman has ever been friendly 
to me, and uniformly so; and to add to this virtue, so 
worthy of the appellation of benevolence, these actions have 
been performed in so free and so kind a manner, that, if I 
was dry, I drank the sweet draught, and if hungry, ate the 
coarse morsel, with a double relish. 




f<j?*^- 



MUNGO PARK. 

AT Ledyord wanted to completa his cha- 
racter, the fiunous MuDgo Fark emi' 
nentlj possessed. He had not so large 
& gmsp of mind u Ledy ard, but he was 
DO need of it. He had quite enough for 
purpose, and not onj of a doubtful sort 
let it. Bat who needa to be told what a 
h man for Iub purpose he was, what suf- 
eut through with the amplest and most 
touching courage, what successes he achieved, and what a pro- 
voking, mortal mischance befell him after all ? It was not so 
mortifying a one as Bruce 's, who broke his neck down hia own 
staircase ; but it was sadder bj a great deal, so far from home 
and on the threahold of the great^t of hii adventures. 

The reader of the following passagee (which are like fine 
tunes in the history of men, and bear endleaa repetition) will 
bear in mind, that one of the objects of Park's joumej was to 
discover die real course of the lUver Niger, which had been a 
subject of dispute for ages. 

What a passage is the first one to read, when we are going 
to bed ! And what a climax <€ Buffering, fortitude, and piety ia 
the last I 



HUNQO PARK'S BED IN THE DESERT. 



I SADDLED .my horse and contiuued my journey. I 
travelled over a level but more fertile country than I had 
seen for some time, until sunset, when, coming to a path 



MUN60 PARKAS BED IN TUB DESERT. 187 

that took a southerly direction, I followed it until midnight, 
at which time I arrived at a dmall pool of rain water ; and 
the wood heing open, I determined to rest by it for the 
night. Having given my horse the remamder of the com, 
i made my bed as formerly ; but the musquitoes and flies 
from the pool prevented sleep for some time, and I was 
twice disturbed in the night by wild beasts^ which came 
very near, and whose bowlings kept the horse in continual 
terror. 

July 4th. — At daybreak I pursued my course through 
the woods as formerly; saw numbers of antelopes, wild 
hogs, and ostriches ; but the soil was more hilly and not so 
fertile as I had found it the preceding day. About eleven 
o'clock I ascended an eminence, where I climbed a tree and 
discovered at about eight miles* distance an open part of 
the country, with several red spots, which I concluded were 
cultivated land ; and, directing my course that way, came to 
the precincts of a watering-place about one o'clock. From 
the appearance of the place 1 judged it to belong to the 
Foulahs, and was hopeful that I should meet a better 
reception than I had experienced at Shrilla. In this I was 
not deceived ; for one of the shepherds invited me to come 
into his tent, and partake of some dates. This was one of 
those low Foulah tents in which is just room sufi&cient to sit 
upright, and in which the family, the furniture, Ac. seem 
huddled together like so many articles in a chest. When 
I had crept upon my hands and knees into this humble 
habitation, I found that it contained a woman and three 
children ; who, together with the shepherd and myself, 
completely occupied the floor. A dish of boiled com and 
dates was produced, and the master of the family, as is 
customary in this part of the country, first tasted it himself 
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aiid then desired me to follow bis example. Whilst I was 
eating, the children kept their eyes fixed upon me ; and no 
sooner did the shepherd pronounce the word Nazarani, than 
they began to cry, and their mother crept slowly towards 
the door, out of which she sprang like a greyhound, and 
was instantly followed by her children. So frightened were 
they at the very name of a Christian, that no entreaties could 
induce them to approach the tent. Here I purchased some 
com for my horse, in exchange for some brass buttons ; and 
having thanked the shepherd for his hospitality, struck again 
into the woods. At sunset I came to a road that took the 
direction for Bambarra, and resolved to follow it for the 
night ; but about eight o'clock, hearing some people coming 
from the southward, I thought it prudent to hide myself 
among some thick bushes near the road. As these thickets 
are generally full of wild beasts, I found my situation rather 
unpleasant ; sitting in the dark, holding my horse by the 
nose with both hands to prevent him from neighing, and 
equally afraid of the natives without and the wild beasts 
within. My fears, however, were soon dissipated ; for the 
people, after looking round the thicket and perceiving 
nothing, went away, and I hastened to the more open parts 
of the wood, where I pursued my journey E.S.E. until 
midnight, when the joyful cry of frogs induced me once 
more to deviate a little from my route, in order to quench 
my thirst. Having accomplished this from a large pool of 
rain water, I sought for an open spot with a single tree in 
the midst, under which I made my bed for the night. I was 
disturbed by some wolves towards morning, which induced 
me to set forward a little before day; and having passed a 
small village called Wassalita, I came about t«n o'clock 
(July 5th) to a negro town. 
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THE FIRST SIGHT OF THE NIGER. 

Healing that two negroes were going to Sego, I was 
happy to have their company, and we set out immediately. 
I was constantly taken for a Moor, and became the subject 
of much merriment to the Bambarrans, who seeing me 
drive my horse before me, laughed heartily at my appear- 
ance. " He has been at Mecca," says one ; " you may see that 
by his clothes ;" another asked if my horse was sick ; a third 
wished to purchase it, &c. ; so that 1 believe the very slaves 
were ashamed to be seen in my company. Just before it 
was dark, we took up our lodgings for the night at a small 
village, where I procured some victuals for myself and some 
com for my horse, at the moderate price of a button, and 
vros told that I should see the Niger (which the negroes call 
Joliba, or the great water), early the next day. The lions 
are here very numerous ; the gates are shut a little after 
sunset, and nobody allowed to go out. The thoughts of 
seeing the Niger in the morning, and the troublesome 
buzzing of musquitoes, prevented me from shutting my eyes 
during the night, and I had saddled my horse, and was in 
readiness before daylight ; but on account of the wild beasts 
we were obliged to wait until the people were stirring and 
the gates opened. This happened to be a market day at 
Sego, and the roads were everywhere filled with people 
carrying different articles to sell. We passed four large 
villages, and at eight o'clock saw the smoke over Sego. 

As we approached the town, I was fortunate enough to 
overtake the fugitive Ksiartans, to whose kindness I had 
been so much indebted in my journey through Bambarr^. 
They readily agreed to introduce me to their king ; and 
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we rode together through the marshy ground, where, as I 
was looking anxiously around for the river, one of them 
called out geo affiUi (see the water) ; and looking forwards 
I saw with infinite pleasure the great object of my mission, 
the long-sought for majestic Niger, glittering to the morning 
sun, as broad as the Thames at Westminster, and flowing 
slowly to the eastward, I hastened to the brink, and having 
drank of the water, lifted up my fervent thanks in prayer 
to the Great Kuler of all things, for having thus far crowned 
my endeavours with success. 



KINDNESS OF A WOMAN TO HIM, AND A SONG OVEK 

HIS DISTRESS. 

I waited more than two hours without having an 
opportunity of crossing the river ; during which time, the 
people who had crossed, carried information to Mansong 
the king, that a wlfite man was waiting for a passage, and 
was coming to see him. He immediately sent over one of 
his chief men, who informed me that the king could not 
possibly see me until he knew what had brought me into 
this country ; and , that I must not presume to cross the 
river without the king's permission. He therefore advised 
me to lodge at a distant village, to which he pointed, for 
the night ; and said, that in the morning he would give me 
further instructions how to conduct myself. This was very 
discouraging. However, as there was no remedy, I set off 
for the village, where I found, to my great mortification, 
that no person would admit me into his house. I was 
regarded with astonishment and fear, and was obliged to 
sit all day without victuals in the shade of a tree ; and the 
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night threatened to be very uncomfortable, for the wind 
rose, and there was great appearance of a heavy rain ; and 
the wild Ibeasts are so yerj numerous in the neighbourhood 
that I should have been under the necessity of climbing up 
the tree and resting among the branches. About sunset, 
however, as I was preparing to pass the night in this 
manner, and had turned my horse loose that he might graze 
at liberty, a woman, returning from the labours of the field, 
stopped to observe me, and perceiving that I was weary 
and dejected, inquired into my situation, which I briefly 
explained to her; whereupon, with looks of great com- 
passion, she took up my saddle and bridle, and told me to 
follow her. Having conducted me into her hut, she lighted 
up a lamp, spread a mat on the floor, and told me I might 
remain there for the night. Finding that I was very 
hungry, she said she would procure me something to eat. 
She accordingly went out and returned in a short time with 
a very fine fish, which, having caused to be half broiled 
upon some embers, she gave me for supper. The rites of 
hospitality being thus performed towards a stranger in 
distress, my worthy benefactress (pointing to the mat, and 
telling me that I niight sleep there without apprehension) 
called to the female part of the family, who had stood 
gazing on me all the while in fixed astonishment, to resume 
their task of spinning cotton, in which they continued to 
employ themselves great part of tho night. They lightened 
they labour by songs, one of which was composed 
extempore, for I was myself the subject of it. It was sung 
by one of the young women, the rest joining in a sort of 
chorus. The air was sweet and plaintive, ^nd the words, 
literally translated, were these : — ** The winds roared and 
the rains fell. The poor white man, faint and weary, came 
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and sat under our tree. He has no mother to bring him 
milk ; no wife to grind his com. Clwrus, — Let us pity the 
white man ; no mother has he, &c. &c. &c." Trifling as 
this recital may appear to the reader, to a person in my 
situation the circumstance was affecting in the highest 
degree ; I was oppressed by such unexpected kindness, and 
sleep fled from my eyes. In the morning I presented my 
landlady with two of the four brass buttons which remained 
on my waistcoat, the only .recompense I could make her. 



HE PASSES A LION. 

July '28th. — 1 departed from Nyara, and reached Nyamee 
about noon. This town is inhabited chiefly by Foulahs, 
from the kingdom of Masina. The dooty (the head man 
of the place), I know not why, would not receive me, but 
civilly sent his son on horseback to conduct me to Modiboo ; 
which, he assured me, was at no great distance. 

We rode nearly in a direct line through the woods, but 
in general went forwards with great circumspection. I 
observed that my guide frequently stopped and looked 
under the bushes. On inquiring the reason of this caution, 
he told me, that lions were very numerous in that part of 
the country, and frequently attacked — ^travelling through the 
woods. While he was speaking my horse started ; looking 
round, I observed a large animal, of the cameleopard kind, 
standing at a little distance. The neck and fore-legs were 
very long; the head was furnished with two short black 
horns, turning backwards ; the tail, which reached down to 
the ham joint, had a tuft of hair at the end. The animal 
was of a mouse colour, and it trotted away from us in a very 
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slu^eb manner, moving its head from aide to side to Bee 
if we were pursiuug it. Shortly after thia, as we were 
croaaing a lai^e open plain, where there were a few 
scattered bashes, my guide, who was a little way before 
me, wheeled hia horse round in a moment, calling out 
something in the Foulah language which I did not under- 
stand. I inquired in Mandingo what he meant. Warra 
biUi biUi, a very large lion, said he ; and made aigna forme 
to ride away. But my horse was too much fatigued ; ao we 
rode slowly past tihe bnsh from which the animal had given 
us the alarm. Not seeing anything myself, however, I 
thought my guide had been mistaken, when the Foulah 
suddenly put his hand to his mouth, exclaiming, Saubak an 
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aUuhi (God preserve us !) and to my great surprise I then 
perceived a large red lion, at a short distance from the hush, 
vrith bis head couched between his fore paws. I expected 
he would instantly spring upon me, and instinctively pulled 
my feet from the stirrups to throw myself on the ground, 
that my horse might become the victim rather than myself. 
But it is probable that the lion was not hungry, for he 
quietly suffered us to pass, though we were fairly within his 
reach. My eyes were so rivetted upon this sovereign of the 
beasts, that I found it impossible to remove them until we 
were at a considerable distance. We now took a circuitous 
route through some swampy ground, to avoid any more of 
these disagreeable rencounters. 



NARR0V7 ESCAPE FROM ANOTHER LION. 

In the evening I arrived at a small village called Song, 
the surly inhabitants of which would not receive me, nor so 
much as permit me to enter the gate ; but as lions were 
very numerous in this neighbourhood, and I had frequently, 
in the course of the day, seen the impression of their feet 
on the road, I resolved to stay in the vicinity of the village. 
Having collected some grass for my horse, I accordingly 
lay down under a tree by the gate. About ten o'clock I 
heard the hollow roar of a lion at no great distance, and 
attempted to open the gate ; but the people from within 
told me, that no person must attempt to enter the gate 
without the dooty's permission. I begged them to inform 
the dooty that a lion was approaching the village, and I 
hoped he would allow me to come within the gate, I 
waited for an answer to this message with great anxiety ; 
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for the lion kept prowling round the village, and once 
advanced so very near me, that I heard him rustling among 
the grass, and climhed the tree for safety. Ahout mid- 
night the dooty '^ith some of his people opened the gate 
and desired me to come in. They were convinced, they 
said, that I was not a Moor ; for no Moor ever waited any 
time at the gate of a village without cursing the in- 
,habitants. 

THE MOSS IN THE DESERT^ 

Aug. 26th. — I departed from Kooma, accompanied by 
two shepherds, who were going towards Sibidooloo. The 
road was very steep and rocky, and as my ho.rse had hurt 
his feet much in coming from Bammakoo, he travelled 
slowly and with great difficulty ; for in many places the 
ascent was so sharp, and the declivities so great, that if he 
had made one false step, he must inevitably have been 
dashed to pieces. The shepherds being anxious to proceed, 
gave themselves little trouble about me or my horse, and 
kept walking on at a considerable distance. It was about 
eleven o'clock, as 1 stopped to drink a little water at a 
rivulet (my companions being near a quarter of a mile 
before me), that I heard some people calling to each other, 
and presently a loud screaming as from a person in great 
distress. I immediately conjectured that a lion had taken 
one of the shepherds, and mounted my horse to have a 
better view of what had happened. The noise, however, 
ceased ; and I rode slowly towards the place from whence I 
thought it proceeded, calling out, but without receiving any 
answer. In a little time, however, I perceived one of the 
shepherds lying among the long grass near the road ; and, 

M 2 
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though I could see no blood upon him, concluded he was 
dead. But when I came close to him, he whispered to me 
to stop, telling me that a party of armed men had seized 
upon his companion, and shot two arrows at himself as he 
was making his escape. I stopped to consider what course 
to take, and looking round, saw at a little distance a man 
sitting upon the stump of a tree ; I distinguished also the 
heads of six or seven more, sitting among the grass, with 
muskets in their hands. I had now no hopes of escaping, 
and therefore determined to ride forward towards them.- 
As I approached them, I was in hopes they were elephant- 
hunters, and, by way of opening the conversation, inquired 
if they had shot anything ; but, without returning an answer,* 
one of them ordered me to dismount ; and then, as if recol- 
lecting himself, waved with his hand for me to proceed. I 
accordingly rode past, and had with some difl&culty crossed 
a deep rivulet, when I heard somebody holloa ; and looking 
back, saw those I took for elephant-hunters now running 
after me, and calling out to me to turn back. I stopped 
until they were all come up, when they informed me that 
the king of tjie Foulahs had sent them on purpose to bring 
me, my horse, and everything that belonged to me, ta 
Fooladoo, and that therefore I must turn back, and go 
along with them. Without hesitating a moment, I turned 
round and followed them, and we travelled together near a 
quarter of a mile without exchanging a word. When- 
coming to a dark place of the wood, one of them said, in 
the Mandingo language, " This place will do," and imme- 
diately snatched my hat from my head. Though T was by 
no means free of apprehension, yet I resolved to show a» 
few signs of fear aa possible, and therefore told them, unless 
my hat was returned to me, I should go no farther. But 
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before I had time to receive an answer, another drew his 
knife, and seizing upon a metal button which remained upon 
my waistcoat, cut it off, and put it in his pocket. Their inten- 
tions were now obvious, and I thought that the easier thej 
were peimitted to rob me of everything, the less I had to 
fear. I therefore allowed them to search my pockets without 
resistance, and examine every part of my apparel,' which 
they did with scrupulous exactness. But observing that I 
had one waistcoat under another, they insisted that I should 
cast them both off; and at last, to make sure work, stripped 
me quite naked. Even my half-boots (though the sole of 
one of them w£is tied to my foot with a broken bridle-rein) 
were narrowly inspected. Whilst they were examining the 
plunder, I begged them with great earnestness to return my 
pocket compass ; but when I pointed it out to them, as it 
was lying on the ground, one of the banditti, thinking I was 
about to take it up, cocked his musket, and swore that he 
would lay me dead on the spot if I presumed to lay my 
hand on it After this some of them went away with my 
horse, and the remainder stood considering whether the/ 
should leave me quite naked, or allow me something to 
shelter me from the sun. Humanity at last prevailed; they 
returned me the worst of the two shirts and a pair of 
trousers ; and, as they went away, one of them threw back 
my hat, in the crown of which I kept my memorandums ; 
and this was probably the reason they did not wish to keep 
it. After they were gone, I sat for some time looking around 
me with amazement and^iEeiror ; whichever way I turned, 
nothing appeared but cuinger and difficulty. I saw myself 
in the midst of a vast wilderness in the depth of the rainy 
season, naked and alone, surrounded by savage animals, and 
men still more savage. I was iive hundred miles from the 
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nearest European settlement. All these circumstances 
crowded at once on my recollection ; and I confess, that my 
spirits began to fail me. I considered my fate as certun, 
and that I had no alternative but to lie down and perish. 
The influence of religion, however, aided and supported 
me. I reflected, that no human prudence or foresight could 
possibly have averted my present sufferings. I was indeed 
a stranger in a strange land, yet I was still under the pro- 
tecting eye of that Providence who has condescended to 
call himself the stranger's friend. At this moment, painfal 
as my reflections were, the extraordinary beauty of a small 
moss in fructification irresistibly caught my eye. I mention 
this, to show from what trifling circumstances the mind will 
sometimes derive consolation ; for though the whole plant 
was not larger than the tip of one of my fingers, I could 
not contemplate the delicate conformation of its roots, leaves, 
and capsule without admiration. Can that Being (thought 
I) who planted, watered, and brought to perfection, in this 
obscure part of the world, a thing which appears of so small 
importance, look with unconcern upon the situation and 
sufferings of creatures formed after his own image ? — surely 
not I Reflections like these would not allow me to despair ; 
I started up, and disregarding both hunger and fatigue, 
travelled forwards, assured that relief was at hand ; and I 
was not disappointed. In a short time I came to a small 
village, at the entrance of which I overtook the two shep- 
herds who had come with me from Kooma. They were 
much surprised to see me, for they said they never doubted 
that the Foulahs, when they had robbed, had murdered me. 
Departing from this village, we travelled over several rocky 
ridges, and at sunset arrived at Sibidooloo, the frontier 
town of the kingdom of Manding. 



A SHIPWRECK, A SEA VOYAGE, AND AN 
ADVENTURE BY THE WAY. 



'TAGES, for the moat part, are 
r Dot so entertaining as travels. 
6* They are less diversified in sub- 
— ject, and less conversent with 

r flesh and blocxl. When they 
are otherwise, no reading is 
g mora attractive. Voyages 
* among icebergs, and to newly 
discovered lands, combine the 
Tus of romance with the greatest 
onal interest ; and few thinj^H a%ct 
lore strongly than a well-told and 
strous shipwreck. Such catas- 
trophes, however, are in general too 
painful to warrant isolated extract into a book of entertajn- 
ment. The compiler seems almost cruel in making it. It fur- 
nishes too great a contrast to the reader's comfort, without 
possessing the excuse of utility. 

The almost universal defect of Voyages is, that they take 
little notice of the element on which they are made. Most 
people who journey by sea, have no wish but to get over it as 
faat as possible. The " wonders of the deep" are, for them, as 
if they did not exist ; and even those who are more curious, 
are content to see little. Geology has not yet been accompanied 
by its proper amount oi Hydrology. The ocean, physically and 
inttlleclually speaking, is comparatively an unjiloughed field 
even by the English ; yet what it may produce, let the reader 
judge who is acquainted with the narratives of the Cooks, the 
Scoresbys, and the HumboldU. 

That the perils of shipwreck, however, may not be wanting 
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to the pleasures of this our Book for a Comer, and that our 
inland habits may be refreshed by their due contrast with a 
sense of being "out at sea/* we have selected, in the first 
instance, the following brief but comprehensive account of the 
loss of a Spanish vessel from the pages of Mr. Eedding^s Ship- 
wrecks and Disasters at Sea; and in the second, with due 
omissions, an abstract of Cook's first voyage to Otaheite, because 
it keeps the reader longer and more pleasantly on the water 
than most such narratives, besides famishing a singular peril 
by the way, and calling to mind some of the most inteiaesting 
reading of one's childhood. 

The Spanish vessel was bound from Panama to Caldera, a 
port in New Spain ; and both before and after the fcilowing mis- 
hap, the crew and passengers encountered much suiieriiig ; but 
the present is the most interesting point of the narrative. It is 
i-emarkable for answering more completely than usual to what 
a landsman's imagination conceives of suob horrors ; that is to 
say, the suddenness of the danger, the noise of the waters, the 
darkness of the night, the cutting away of masts, and the 
frightened awakening of guilty consciences. The loud, confess- 
ing voices, heard even above the loudness of the thunder, is 
particularly dreadful. 



SHIPWRECK OF A SPANISH VESSEL. 

ABOUT seven, one evening, the crew of a Spanish vessel 
of burden, with various goods, bound for Caldera, 
beheld the desired port. All was joy in the ship. The 
captain presented the sailors with a cask of wine, and a 
Genoese merchant on board gave them another. The men 
were in too good a temper to postpone tasting tJie wine 
imtil the next day. 

They attacked the cask at once, headed by the pilot, 
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and it was soon emptied, but not without materially affecting 
their heads. 

The Genoese merchant, fearing the ill effects that must . 
arise from such a state of things when so near the shore, 
posted himself, in his excess of caution, between the man 
at the helm and the pilot, from having remarked that the 
pilot, sitting on his seat quite drunk, worked the ship from 
recollection alone, as he was close to a port perfectly well 
known to him. The merchant placed himself in the situa- 
tion already mentioned, to repeat with more precision 
the words of the pilot to the timoneer (man at the helm), 
and this act caused the loss of the ship. The pilot gave 
the word "north-west, to the north-west," *' Al norveste;'' 
the merchant, who stammered and spoke bad Spanish, 
repeated the words " Al nomomeste,'' to the north-north- 
west, which is a different point of the compass. The 
timoneer, thinking it was his master s orders, did as he was 
told — kept away from the port and yet approached the coast. 

In the meanwhile night was approaching fast. The 
passengers and the captain were in their beds wrapped in 
slumber. About two in the morning, the captain was sur- 
prised by hearing the waves breaking upon the rocks. He 
cried out to the pilot, " What is this, pilot? are we enter- 
ing the port already ?" The pilot, on the question being 
reiterated, roused from his lethargy, and saw with 
astonishment and terror that the vessel was steering 
right upon a rock which could scarcely be seen for 
the obscurity. Above all a high mountain towered in 
shadow, covered apparently with trees. The pilot called 
out to come about, but there was now no time, the vessel 
was close on the shore, and struck with such force that one 
of her sides opened. 
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A huge wave recoiled from the rock against which it 
had dashed, swept over the vessel, and filled her with water 

Then there was nothing he£urd throughout the ship hut 
clamorous cries and shrieks of horror. Lamentations 
succeeded to sounds of mirth and revelry, which had been 
heard so short a time before. Some awaked suddenly from 
their sleep, and cried in astonishment as they heard the 
others do who were aware of the danger, though they knew 
not yet any reason wherefore. 

The noise of the vast waves of the Pacific thundering 
around and over the ship, the darkness of the night, the 
dashing of the sea on the rocks, increased the terror of 
the scene. What was still more extraordinary, the vessel 
was lost none could tell how or where. This reverse of 
fortune was terrible to them. They had imagined them- 
selves close to the entrance of the port. In the terror 
which came upon the crew, some fell on their knees in 
prayer, making vows to heaven for their safety; others 
vdth uplifted hands demanded God*s mercy ; while many 
in a loud voice, heard even amid the louder thundering of 
-the waves around, revealed their most secret sins. 

The captain preserved his presence of mind. Seeing 
that all must perish if something were not attempted 
speedily for the safety of those on board, he encouraged 
the sailors to cut away the masts, and to provide themselves 
with planks, or any loose timber upon which there was a 
chance of gaining the shore. Everything above deck con- 
tributing to the breaking up of the ship by its weight, was 
cut away or flung overboard. 

In this state morning broke upon them. The captain, 
when the vessel had opened her planks and was settling in 
the water, seeing that the sailors would endeavour to gain 
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the shore upon anything they could seize that would swim, 
advised several of them to fasten themselves to -the ends of 
a long rope, one at each end, so that whoever got on shore 
first might draw after him a second, who might not be so 
fortunate in his attempt at reaching it. In this manner 
the captain got the pilot safe to land, although he did not 
deserve it. Nearly all the crew escaped. Five or six only, 
who were dashed by the waves with great force against the 
ship or the rocks head foremost, were lost. 



A SEA VOYAGE, AND AN ADVENTURE BY THE WAY. 

[The narrative of Cook's voyages was drawn up by Hawkes- 
worth, author of The Adventurer. The Mr. Banks mentioned 
in it was afterwards the well known Sir Joseph, President of 
the Royal Society; and Dr. Solander became a distinguished 
botanist.] 

HAVING received my commission, which was dated the 
25th of May, 1768, I went on board on' the 27th, 
hoisted the pennant, and took charge of the ship, which 
then lay in the basin in Deptford yard. She was fitted 
for sea with all expedition ; and stores and provisions being 
taken on board, sailed down the river on the 30th of July, 
and on the 13th of August anchored in Plymouth Sound. 

On Friday the 26th of August, the wind becoming fair, 
we got under sail, and put to sea. On the 31st we saw 
several of the birds which the sailors call Mother Carey's 
chickens, and which they suppose to be the forerunners of 
a storm ; and on the next day we had a very hard gale, 
which brought us under our courses, washed overboard a 
small boat belonging to the boatswain, and drowned three 
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or four dozen of our poultry, which we regretted still 
more. 

Ou Friday the 2nd of September we saw land between 
CapeTinisterre and Cape Ortegal, on the coast of Gallicia, 
in Spain ; and on the 5th, by an observation of the sun 
and moon, we found the latitude of Cape Finisterre to be 
42° 53' north, and its longitude 8® 46' west, our first 
meridian being always supposed to pass through Green- 
wich ; variation of the needle 2 1 ° 4' west. 

During this course, Mr. Banks and Dr. Solander had 
an opportunity of observing many marine animals, of which 
no naturalist has hitherto taken notice ; paiticularly a new 
species of the oniscus, which was found adhering to the 
medusa pelagica ; and an animal of an angular figure, about 
three inches long, and one thick, with a hollow passing 
quite through it, and a brown spot on one end, which they 
conjectured might be its stomach; four of these adhered 
together by their sides when they were taken, so that at 
first they were thought to be one animal ; but upon being 
put into a glass of water they soon separated, and swam 
about very briskly. These affimals are of a new genus, to 
which Mr. Banks and Dr. Solander gave the name of 
Dagysa, from the likeness of one species of them to a gem. 
Several specimens of them were taken adhering together 
sometimes to the length of a< yard or more, and shining in 
* the water with very beautiful colours. Another animal of 
a new genus they also discovered, which shone in the water 
with colours still more beautiful and vivid, and which 
indeed exceeded in variety and brightness anything that 
we had ever seen. The colouring and splendour of these 
animals were equal to those of an opal, and from their 
resemblance to that gem, the genus was called Carcinium 
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Opalinum. One of them lived several hours in a glass of 
salt water, swimming about with great agility, and at every 
motion displaying a change of colours almost infinitely 
various. We caught also among the rigging of the ship, 
when we were at the distance of about ten letigues from 
Cape Finisterre, several birds which have not been de- 
scribed by LinnsBus; they were supposed to have come 
from Spain, and our gentlemen called the species Mottxcilla 
velificans (sail-making), as they said none but sailors would 
venture themselves on board a ship that was going round* 
the world. One of them was so exhausted that it died in Mr. 
Banks's hand almost as soon as it was brbught to him. 

It was thought extraordinary that no naturalist had 
hitherto taken notice of the Dagysa, as the sea abounds 
with them not twenty leagues from the coast of Spain ; but, 
unfortunately for the cause of science, there are but very 
few of those who traverse the sea, that are either disposed 
or qualified to remark the curiosities of which nature has 
made it the repository. 

On the 1 2th we discovered the islands of Porto Santo 
and Madeira, and on the next day anchored in Funchiale 
road, and moored with the stream-anchor: but, in the 
night the bend of the hawser of the stream-anchor slipped, 
owing to the negligence of the person who had been em- 
ployed to make it fast. In the morning the anchor was 
heaved up into the boat, and carried out to the southward ; 
but in heaving it again, Mr. Weir, the master*s mate, was 
carried overboard by the buoy-rope, and went to the bottom 
with the anchor ; the people in the ship saw the accident, 
and got the anchor up with all possible expedition ; it was 
however too late, the body came up entangled in the buoy- 
rope, but it was dead. 
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When the island of Madeira is first approached from 
the sea, it has a very beautiful appearance ; the sides of 
the hills being entirely covered with vines almost as high 
as the eye can distinguish ; and the vines are green when 
every kind of herbage, except where they shade the ground, 
and here and there by the sides of a rill, is entirely burnt 
up, which was the case at this time. 

The refreshments to be had here, are water, wine, fruit 
of several sorts, anions in plenty, and some sweetmeats ; 
fresh meat and poultry are not to be had without leave 
from the governor, and the payment of a very high price. • 

We took in 270 lbs. of fresh beef, and a live bullock, 
charged at 613 lbs., 8,032 gallons of water, and ten tons 
of wine ; and in the night, between Sunday the 18th and 
Monday the 19th of September, we set sail in prosecution 
of our voyage. 

On Friday the 23rd of September we saw the Peak of 
Teneriffe bearing W. by S. i S. Its appearance at sunset was 
very striking ; when the sun was below the horizon, and the 
rest of the island appeared of a deep black, the mountain 
still reflected his rays and glowed with a warmth of colour 
which no painting can express. 

On the next day, Saturday the 24th, we came into the 
north-east trade-wind, and on Friday the 30th -saw Bona 
Vista, one of the Cape de Verd Islands ; we ranged the 
east side of it, at the distance of three or foiir miles from 
the shore, till we were obliged to haul off to avoid a ledge 
of rocks which stretchout S.W. by W. from the body, or 
S.E. point of the island, to the extent of a league and a half. 

During our course from Teneriffe to Bona Vista we 
saw great numbers of flying fish, which from the cabin- 
windows appear beautiful beyond imagination, their sides 
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having the colour and brightness of burnished silver ; when 
they are seen from the deck they do not appear to so much 
advantage, because their backs are of a dark colour. We 
also took a shark, which proved to be the Squalus Carchariaa 
of LinnsBus. 

Having lost the trade- wind on the 3rd, in latitude 1 2° 14', 
and longitude 22° 10', the wind became somewhat variable,, 
and we had light airs and calms by turns. 

On the 7th, Mr. Banks went out in the boat, and took 
what the seamen call a Portuguese man-of-war ; it is the 
Holuthuria Physalis of Linnaeus and a species of the MoU 
lusca. It consisted of a small bladder about seven inches 
long, very much resembling the air-bladder of fishes, from 
the bottom of which descended a number of strings of a 
bright blue and red, some of them three or four feet in 
length, which, upon being touched, sting like a nettle, but 
with much more force. On the top of the bladder is a 
membrane which is used as a sail, and turned so as to 
receive the wind which way soever it blows. This mem-, 
brane is marked in fine pink-coloured veins, and the 
animal is in eyery respect an object exquisitely curious and 
beautiful. 

We also took several of the shell-fishes, or testaceous 
animals, which are always found floating upon the water, 
particularly the Helix lanthina and Violacea; they are 
about the size of a snail, and are supported upon the surface 
of the water by a small cluster of bubbles, which are filled 
with air, and consist of a tenacious slimy substance that 
will not easily part with its contents ; the animal is oviparous, 
and these bubbles serve also as a nidus for its eggs. It is 
probable that it never goes down to -the bottom, nor willingly 
approaches any shore ; for the shell is exceedingly brittle, 
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and that of few fresh- water snails is so thin. Eve^ shell 
contains about a tea-spoonful of liquor, which it easily dis- 
charges upon being touched, and which is of the most beau- 
tiful red-purple that can be conceived. It dies linen cloth, 
and it may perhaps be worth inquiry (as the shell is cer- 
tainly found in the Mediterranean), whether it be not the 
Purpura of the ancients.* 

In the evening of the ?9th of October, we observed that 
luminous appearance of the sea which has been so often men- 
tioned by navigators, and of which such various causes have 
been assigned ; some supposing it to be occasioned by fish, 
which agitated the water by darting at their prey, some by the 
putrefaction of fish and other marine animals, some by 
electricity, and others referring it to a great variety of 
difierent causes. It appeared to emit flashes of light exactly 
resembling those of lightning, only not so considerable ; 
but they were so frequent, that sometimes eight or ten were 

* It is quite imposible to discius this subject here. But ft may 1)e worth 
while to refer the learned reader for some curious information about it, to the 
illustrious Bochart's work entitled Hitroxoieon, part ii. book y. ch. ii. There 
are several sorts of sesrshells, that yield the purple-dye so much esteemed 
among the ancients. Pliny, who has written on the subject, divides them into 
two classes, the buceinum and purpurut of which the latter was most ia 
request According to him, the best kinds were found in the vicinity of Tyre. 
That city was famous for the manufacture of purple. To be Tyrio conspectus 
in ostro, seemed, in the estimation of the Mantuan poet, essential to his due 
appearance in honour of Augustus, Geor. 3-17. But several other places in 
the Mediterranean afforded this precious article. Thus Horace speaks of 
Spartan purple, 

" Nee Laconicas mihi 
Trahunt honeste purpurat cUent».'* 

Od. lib. ii. 18. 

The English reader will be much pleased with several interesting remarks 
as to the purple and other colours known to the ancients, given in President 
Goguet's valuable work on the origin of laws, arts, &c. &c. of which a trans* 
laiion by Dr. Henry was published at Edinburgh in 17^1.— Hawhtworth. 
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visible almost at the same moment. We were of opinion 
that .they proceeded from some luminous animal, and upon 
throwing out the casting-net our opinion was confirmed. 
It brought up a species of the Medma, which when it came 
on board had the appearance of metal violent! j heated, and 
emitted a white light. With these animals were taken 
some very small crabs, of three different species, each of 
which gave as much light as a glow-worm, though the 
creatures was not so large by nine-tenths. Upon examina-< 
tion of these animals, Mr. Banks had the satisfaction to 
find that they were all entirely new.* 
-..: On the 6th of November, being in latitude 19® 3' south, 
longitude 35® 50' west, the colour of the water was observed to 
change, upon which we sounded, and found ground at the 
depth of thirty-two fathoms ; the lead was cast three times 
within about four hours, without a foot difference in the 
depth or quality of the bottom, which was coral rock, fine 
sand, and shells ; we therefore supposed that we had passed 
over the tail of the great shoal which is laid down in all our 
charts by the name of Abrothos, on which Lord Anson' 
struck soundings in his passage outwards. At four the next 
morning we had no ground with 100 fathom. 

As several articles of our stock and provisions now 
began to fall short, I determined to put into Hio de Janeiro, 
rather than at any port in Brazil or Falkland*s Islands, 
knowing that it could better supply us with what we wanted. 

It is remarkable, that, during the last three or four 

* The reader is referred to the account of Captain Knuenateni*s circom- 
navigation, for a yeiy satisfactory relation of an experiment on this salgect, 
which clearly proves the truth of the opinion above stated, as to the cause of 
the shining appearance so often noticed at sea. It is too long for quotation 
in this, place. — Kerr. 

H 
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days of our staying in the harbour, the air was loaded with 
butterflies. They were chiefly of one sort, but in puoh 
numbers that thousands were in view in every direction, and 
the greatest part of them above our mast-head » 

The country, at a small distance round the town, which 
i3 all that any of us saw, is beautiful in the highest degree ;. 
the wildest spots being varied with a greater luxuriance of 
flowers, both as to number and beauty, than the best 
gardens in England. 

Upon the trees and bushes sat an almost endless variety 
of birds, especially small ones, many of them covered with 
the most elegant plumage ; among which were the humming- 
bird. Of insects too there was a great variety, and some 
of them very beautiful ; but they were much more nimble 
than those of Europe, especially the butterflies, most of 
which flew near the tops of the trees, and were therefore 
very difficult to be caught, except when the sea-breeze blev? 
fresh, which kept them nearer to the ground. 

When the boat which had bean sent on shore returned, 
we hoisted her on board, and stood out to sea. 

On the 9th of December, we observed the sea to be 
covered with broad streaks of a yellowish colour, several of 
them a mile long, and three or four hundred yards wide. 
Some of the water thus coloured was taken up, and found to 
be full of innumerable atoms pointed at the end, of a yellow- 
ish colour, and none more than a quarter of a line, or the 
fortieth part of an inch long. In the microscope they ap- 
peared to he fasciculi of small fibres interwoven with each 
other, not unlike the nidus of some of the pht^garuaa, called 
caddices ; but whether they were animal or vegetable sub- 
stances, whence they came, or for what they were designed^ 
neither Mr. Banks nor Dr. Solander could, guess. The 
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same appearance had been observed before, when we first 
discovered the continent of South America. 

On the 3rd of January. 1769, being in latitude 47° 17' 
S. and longitude 61° ji9' 45'' W., we were all looking out 
for Fepj's island, and for some time an appearance was 
seen in the east which so much resembled land, that we 
bore away for it ; and it was more than two hours and a 
half before we were convinced that it was nothing but what 
sailors call a fog-bank. 

The people now beginning to complain of cold, each of 
them received what is called a Magellanic jacket, and a pair 
of trowseiB. The jacket is made of a thick woollen stuff, 
called Fearnought, which is provided by the government. 
We saw, from time to time, a great number of penguins, 
albatrosses, and sheer-waters, seals, whales, and porpoises ; 
and on the 11th, having passed Falkland's islands, we dis- 
covered the coast of Terra del Fuego, at the distance of 
about four leagues, extending from the W. to S.E. by S. 
We had here five-and- thirty fathom, the ground soft, small 
slate stones. As we ranged along the shore to the S.E. at 
the distance of two or three leagues, we perceived smoke 
in several places, which was made by the natives, probably 
^ a signal, for they did not continue it after we had passed by. 

At two o'clock on the 1 5 th of January, we anchored in the 
bay of Good Success ; and after dinner I went on shore, accom- 
panied by Mr. Banks and Dr. Solander, to look for a watering- 
place, and speak to the Indians, several of whom had come in 
sight. We landed on the starboard side of the bay near some 
rocks, which made smooth water and good landing ; thirty or 
forty of the Indians soon made their appearance at the end of 
a sandy beach on the other side of the bay, but seeing our num- 
ber, which was ten or twelve, they retreated. Mr. Banks and 

n2 
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Dr. Solauder thea advanced about one hundred yards before 
ns, npon which two of the ludiana returned, and, having 
advanced some paces towards them, sat down ; as soon as 
they come up, the Indians rose, and each of them having a 
small stick in his hand threw it away, in a direction both 
from themselves and the strangers, which was considered as 
the renunciation of weapons in token of peace. They then 
walked briskly towards their companions, who had halted 
at about Eity yards behind them, and beckoned the gentle- 
men to follow, which they did. They were received with 
many uncouth signs of friendship; and, in return, tfa^ 
distributed among them some beads and ribbons, which 
had been brought on shore for that purpose, and with which 
they were greatly delighted. A mutual confidence and 
good-will being thus produced, our parties joined ; the cod 
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versation, such as it was, became general ; and three of 
them accompanied us back to the ship. When they came 
on board, one of them, whom we took to be a priest, per- 
formed much the same ceremonies which M. Bougainville 
describes, and supposes to be an exorcism. When he was 
introduced into a new part of the ship, or when anything 
that he had not seen before caught his attention, he shouted 
with all his force for some minutes, without directing his 
voice either to us or his companions.* 

They ate some bread and some beef, but not apparently 
with much pleasure, though such part of what was given 

* The incident related by Bougainville, to which the allusion is made, is 
somewhat affecting. An interesting boy, one of the savages* children, bad 
unwarily, and from ignorance of its dangerous nature, put some bits of glass 
into his mouth which the sailors gave him. His lips and palate, &c. were cut 
in several places, and be soon b^an to spit blood, and to be violently con- 
vulsed. This excited the most distressing alarm and suspicion among the 
savages. One of them, whom Bougainville denominates a juggler, immediately 
had recourse to very strange and unlikely means in order to relieve the poor 
child. He first laid him on his back, then kneeling down between bis legs, 
and bending himself, he pressed the child's belly as much as he could with his 
head and hands, crying out continually, but with inarticulate sounds. From 
time to time he raised himself, and seeming to hold the disease in his joined 
hands, opened them at once into the air, blowing, as if he drove away some 
evil spirit During those rites, an old woman in tears howled with great 
violence in the child's ears. These ceremonies, however, not proving efifectiial, 
but rather, indeed, as might have been expected, doing mischief, the juggler 
disappeared for a little in order, as should seem, to prociuv a peculiar dress, in 
which he might practise his exorcism with greater confidence of success, and to 
bring a brother in the trade, similarly apparelled, to aid him in his labours. 
But so much the worse for the wretched patient, who was now pummelled and 
aqoeezed all over, till his body was completely bniibed. Such treatment, it is 
almost unnecessary to say, aggravated his sufierings, but accomphshed no cure. 
The jugglers at last consented to allow the interference of the French surgeon, but 
appeared to be very jealous of his skill. The child became somewhat easier 
towards night; however, from his continue sickness, there was much room to 
apprehend that he had swallowed some of the glass, and died in consequence ; 
for '* about two o'clock in the morning," says Bougainville, " we on board 
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them as they did 'not eat, they took away with them ; hut 
they would not swallow a drop either of wine or spirits ; 
they put the glass to their lips, hut, having tasted the 
liquor, they returned it with strong expressions of disgust. 
Curiosity seems to be one of the few passions which dis- 
tinguish men from brutes ; and of this our guests appeared 
to have very little. They went from one part of the ship 
to another, and looked at the vast variety of new objects that 
every moment presented themselves, without any expression 
either of wonder or pleasure, for the vociferation of our 
exorcist seemed to be neither. 

After having been on board about two hours, they 
expressed a desire to go ashore. A boat was immediately 
ordered, and Mr. Banks thought fit to accompany them. 
He landed them in safety, and conducted them to their 
companions, among whom he remarked the same vacant 
indifference as in those who had been on board ; for as on 
one side there appeared no eagerness to relate, so on the 
other side there seemed to be no curiosity to hear, how they 
had been received, or what they had seen. In about half an 
hour Mr. Banks returned to the ship, and the Indians 
retired from the shore. 

On the 16th, early in the morning, Mr. Banks and Dr. 
Solander, with their attendants and servants, and two 
seamen, to assist in carrying the baggage, accompanied by 
Mr. Monkhouse the surgeon, and Mr. Green the astrono- 

heard repeated howls, and at break of day, though the weather was Tery dread- 
ful, the savages wentuff. They doubtless fled from a place defiled by death, 
and by unlucky strangers, who, they thought, were come merely to destroy 
fhem.** It is very probable that the person whom Cook supposed a priest, 
practised the charms spoken of, in order to destroy any ill luck, and to prevent 
the occurrence of such like misfortunes in his intercourse with the wonderful 
strangers. There is an allusiun in this incident in a following section. — Ketr, 
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mer, set out from the ship with a view to penetrate as far 
as they could into the country, and return at night. The 
hills, when viewed at a distance, seemed to be partly a 
wood, partly a plain, and above them a bare rock. Mr. 
Banks hoped to get through the wood, and made no doubt 
but that, beyond it, he should, in a oountiy which no 
botanist had ever yet visited, find alpine plants which would 
abundantly compensate his labour. They entered the 
wood at a small sandy beach, a little to the westvs'ard of the 
watering place, and continued to ascend the hill, through 
the pathless wilderness, till three o'clock, before they got a 
near view of the places which they intended to visit. Soon 
after they reached what tliey had taken for a plain ; but, to 
their great disappointment, found it a swamp, covered with 
low bushes of birch, about three feet high, interwoven with 
each other, and so stubborn that they could not be bent out 
of the way : it was therefore necessary to lift the leg over 
them, which at every step wcw buried, ankle deep, in the 
soil. To aggravate the pain and difficulty of such travelling, 
the weather, which had hitherto been very fine, much like 
one of our bright days in May, became gloomy and cold, 
with sudden blasts of a most piercing wind, accompanied 
with snow. They pushed forward, however, in good spirits, 
notwithstanding their fatigue, hoping the worst of the vra,y 
was past, and that the bare rock which they had seen from 
the tops of the lower hills was not more than a mile before 
them ; but when they had got about two-thirds over this 
woody swamp, Mr. Buchan, one of Mr. Banks^s draughts- 
men, was unhappily seized with a fit. This made it necessary 
for. the whole company to halt, and as it was impossible 
that he should go any farther, a fire was kindled, and those 
who were most fatigued were left behind to take car^ of 
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him. Mr. Banks, Dr. Solander, Mr. Green, and Mr. 
Monkhouse, went on, and in a short time reached the 
summit. As hotanists, their expectations were here 
abundantly gratified; for they found a great variety of 
plants, which, with respect to the alpine plants in Europe, 
are exactly what those plants are with respect to such as 
grow in the plain. 

The cold was now become more severe, and the snow- 
blasts more frequent ; the day also was so far spent, that it 
was found impossible to get back to the ship, before the 
next morning. To pass the night upon such a mountain, in 
such a climate, was not only comfortless but dreadful ; it 
was impossible, however, to be avoided, and they were to 
provide for it as well as they could. • 

Mr. Banks and Dr. Solarider, while they were improv- 
ing an opportunity which they had, with so much danger 
and difi&culty, procured, by gathering the plants which they 
found upon the mountain, sent Mr. Green and Mr. Monk- 
house back to Mr. Buchan and the people that were with 
him, with directions to bring them to a hill, which they 
thought lay in a better route for returning to the wood, 
and which was therefore appointed as a general rendezvous. 
It was proposed, that from this hill they should push 
through the swamp, which seemed by the new route not to 
be more than half a mile over, into the shelter of the wood, 
and there build their wigwam, and make a fire. This, as 
their way was all down hill, it seemed easy to accomplish. 
Their whole company assembled at the rendezvous, and, 
though pinched with the cold, were in health and spirits, 
Mr. Buchan himself having recovered his strength in a 
much greater degree than could have been expected. It 
was now near eight o'clock in the evening, but still good 
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day-light, and they set forward for the nearest valley, Mr. 
Banks himself undertaking to bring up the rear, and see 
that no straggler w£is left behind. This may perhaps be 
thought a superfluous caution, but it will soon appear to be 
otherwise. Dr. Solander, who had more than once crossed 
the mountains which divide Sweden from Norway, well 
knew that extreme cold, especially when joined with fatigue, 
produces a torpor and sleepiness that are almost irresistible. 
He therefore conjured the company to keep moving, what- 
ever pain it might cost them, and whatever relief they 
might be promised by an inclination to rest. Whoever sits 
down, says he, will sleep ; and whoever sleeps, will wake no 
more. Thus, at once admonished and alarmed, they set 
forward ; but while they were still upon the naked rock, 
and before they had got among the bushes, the cold became 
suddenly so intense, as to produce the effects that had been 
most dreaded. Dr. Solander himself was the first who 
found the inclination, against which he had warned others, 
irresistible ; and insisted upon being suffered to lie down. 
Mr. Banks entreated and remonstrated in vain, down he 
lay upon the ground, though it was covered with snow ; and 
it was vnth great difficulty that his friend kept him from 
sleeping. Eichmond also, one of the black servants, began 
to linger, having suffered from the cold in the same manner 
as the doctor. Mr. Banks, therefore, sent five of the com- 
pany, among whom was Mr. Buchan, forward to get a fire 
ready at the first convenient place they could find ; and 
himself, with four others, remained with the doctor and 
Richmond, whom, partly by persuasion and entreaty, and 
partly by force, they brought on ; but when they had got 
through the greatest part of the birch and swamp, they both 
declared they could go no farther. Mr. Banks had recourse 
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again to entreaty and expostulation, but thej produced ^o 
effect. Wlien Richmond was told, that if he did not go on 
he would in a short time be frozen to death, he answered, 
that he desired nothing but to lie down and die. The 
doctor did not so explicitly renounce his life; he said he 
was willing to go on, but that he must first take some sleep, 
though he had before told the company that to sleep was to 
perish. Mr. Banks and the rest found it impossible to carry 
them, and there being no remedy, they were both suffered to 
sit down, being partly supported by the bushes, and in a 
few minutes they fell into a profound sleep. Soon after, 
some of the people who had been sent forward returned, 
with the welcome news that a fire was kindled about a 
quarter of a mile farther on the way. Mr. Banks then 
endeavoured to wake Dr. Solander, and happily succeeded. 
But, though he had not slept five minutes, he had almost 
lost the use of his limbs, and the muscles were so shrunk 
that his shoes fell from his feet ; he consented to go forward 
with such assistance as could be given him, but no attempts 
to relieve poor Richmond were successful. It being found 
impossible to make him stir, after some time had been lost 
in the attempt, Mr. Banks left his other black servant and 
a seaman, who seemed to have suffered least by the cold, 
to look after him ; promising, that as soon as two others 
should be sufficiently warmed, they should be relieved. Mr. 
Banks, with much difficulty, at length got the doctor to the 
fire ; and soon after sent two of the people who had been 
refre^ed, in hopes that, with the assistance of those who 
had been left behind, they would be able to bring Richmond, 
even though it should still be found impossible to wake him. 
In about half an hour, however, they had the mortification 
to see these two men return alone ; they said, that they had 
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been all round the place to which they had been directed, 
but could neither find Richmond nor those who had been 
left with him ; and that, though they had shouted many 
times, no voice had replied. This was matter of equal sur- 
prise and concern, particularly to Mr. Banks, who, while he 
was wondering how it could happen, missed a bottle of rum, 
the company's whole stock, which they now concluded to be 
in the knapsack of one of the absentees. It was conjectured, 
that with this Richmond had been roused by the two persons 
who had been left with him, and that, having perhaps drank 
too freely of it themselves, they had all rambled from the 
place where they had been left, in search of the fire, instead 
of waiting for those who should have been their assistants 
and guides. Another fall of snow now came on, and con- 
tinued incessantly for two hours, so that all hopes of seeing 
them again, at least alive, were given up ; but about twelve 
o'clock, to the great joy of those at the Bie, a shouting was 
heard at some distance. Mr. Banks, with four more, im- 
mediately went out, and foimd the seaman with just strength 
enough left to stagger along, and call out for assistance. 
Mr. Banks sent him immediately to the fire, and, by his 
direction, proceeded in search of the other two, whom he 
soon ofter found. Richmond was upon his legs, but not 
able to put one before the other ; his companion was lying 
upon the ground, as insensible as a stone. All hands were 
now called from the ^e, and an attempt was made to carry 
them to it ; but this, notwithstanding the united efforts of 
the whole company, was found to be impossible. The 
night was extremely dark, the snow was now very deep, 
and, under these additional disadvantages, they found it 
very difficult to make way through the bushes and the bog 
for themselves, all of them getting many falls in the attempt. 
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The only alteniatiTe was to make a fire upon the spot ; bat 
the anow which had fallen, flod was still falling, besides 
what was every moment ahaken in flakes from the trees, 
rendered it equally impracticable to kindle one there, and to 
bring any part of that which had been kindled in the wood 
thither. They were, therefore, reduced to the sad necessity 
of leaving the unhappy wretches to their fate ; having first 
made them a bed of boughs from the trees, and spread a 
covering of the same kind over them to a. considerable 
height. 

Having now been exposed to the cold and the snow 
near an hour and a half, some of the rest began to lose their 
sensibility ; and one Briscoe, another of Mr. Banks's servants, 
was so ill, that it was thought he must die before he could 
be got to the fire. 

At the fire, however, at length they arrived ; and passed 
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the night in a situation which, however dreadful in itself, 
was rendered more afflicting by the remembrance of what 
was past, and the uncertainty of what was to come. Of 
twelve, the number that set out together in health and 
spirits, two were supposed to be already dead ; a third was 
so ill, that it was very doubtful whether he would be able to 
go forward in the morning ; and a fourth, Mr. Buchan, was 
in danger of a return of his fits, by fresh fatigue, after so 
uncomfortable a night. They were distant from the ship a 
long day's journey, through pathless woods, in which it was 
too probable they might be bewildered till they were over- 
taken by the next night ; and, not having prepared for a 
journey of more than eight or ten hours, they were wholly- 
destitute of provisions, except a vulture, which they happened 
to shoot while they were out, and which/- if equally divided, 
would not afford each of them half a meal ; and they knew 
not how much more they might suffer from the cold, as the 
snow still continued to fall, — a dreadful testimony of the 
severity of the climate, as it was now the midst of summer 
in this part of the world, the 21st of December being here 
the longest day ; and everything might justly be dreaded 
from a phenomenon which, in the corresponding season, is 
unknown even in Norway and Lapland. 

When the morning dawned, they saw nothing round 
them, as far as the eye could reach, but snow, which seemed 
to lie as thick upon the trees as upon the ground ; and the 
blasts returned so frequently, and with such violence, that 
they found it impossible for them to set out. How long 
this might last they knew not, and they had but too much 
reason to apprehend that it would confine them in that 
desolate forest till they perished with hunger and cold. 

After having suffered the misery and terror of this 
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situation till six o'clock in the morning, tbej conceived 
some hope of deliverance bj discovering the place of the 
sun through the clouds, which were become thinner, and 
began to break away. Their first care was to see whether 
the poor wretches whom thej had been obliged to leave 
among the bushes were yet alive : three of the company 
were dispatched for that purpose, and very soon afterwards 
returned with the melancholy news that they were dead. 

Notwithstanding the flattering appearance of the skj, 
the snow still continued to fall so thick that they could not 
venture out on their journey to the ship ; but about eight 
clock a small regular breeze sprung up, which, with the 
prevailing influence of the sun, at length cleared the air ; 
and they soon after, with great joy, saw the snow fall in large 
flakes from the trees, a certain sign of an approaching thaw. 
They now examined more critically the state of their 
invalids. Briscoe was still very ill, but said, that he thought 
himself able to walk ; and Mr. Buchan was much better than 
either he or his friends had any reason to expect. They 
were now, however, pressed by the calls of hunger, to which, 
after long fasting, every consideration of future good or evil 
immediately gives way. Before they set forward, therefore, 
it was unanimously agreed that they should eat their 
vulture ; the bird was accordingly skinned, and, it being 
thought best to divide it before it was fit to be eaten, it was 
cut into ten portions, and every man cooked his own as he 
thought fit. After this repast, which furnished each of 
them with about three mouthfiils, they prepared to set out ; 
but it was ten o clock before the snow was sufficiently gone 
off, to render a march practicable. After a walk of about 
three hours, they were agreeably surprised to find themselves 
upon the beach, and much nearer to the ship than they had 
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any reason to expecL Upon reviewing their track from 
the vessel, thej perceived that, instead of ascending the 
hill in a line, so as to penetrate into the country, they had 
made almost a circle round it. When they came on hoard, 
they congratulated each other upon their safety, with a joy 
that no man can feel who has not heen exposed to equal 
danger ; and as I had suffered great anxiety at their not 
returning in the evening of the day on which they set out, 
I was not wholly without my share. 

On the 1st of March, we were in latitude 38° 44' S. 
and longitude 110° 33' W. Many birds, as usual, were 
constantly about the ship, so that Mr. Banks killed no less 
than sixty-two in one day ; and what is more remarkable, 
he caught two forest flies, both of them of the same species, 
but different from any that have hitherto been described ; 
these probably belonged to the birds, and came with 
them from the land, which we judged to be at a great dis- 
tance. Mr. Banks also, about this time, found a large 
cuttle-fish, which had just been killed by the birds, floating 
in a mangled condition upon the water ; it is very different 
from the cuttle-fishes that are found in the European seas ; 
for its arms, instead of suckers, were furnished with a double 
row of very sharp talons, which resemble those of a cat, and, 
like them,, were retractable into a sheath of skin, from which 
they might be thrust at pleasure. Of this cuttle-fish we 
made one of the best soups we had ever tasted. 

The albatrosses now began to leave us, and after the 
8th there was not one to be seen. We continued our course 
without any memorable event till the 24th, when some of 
the people who were upon the watch in the night reported 
that they saw a log of wood pass by the ship ; and that the 
sea, which was rather rough, became sudendly as smooth 
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as a mill-pond. It was a general opinion, that there was 
land to windward ; but I did not think myself at liberty to 
search for what I was not sure to find ; though I judged we 
were not farfrom the islands that were discovered by Quiros in 
1606. Our latitude was 22"* IJ'S. and longitude 127"* 
55' W. 

On the 25th, about noon, one of the marines, a young 
fellow about twenty, was placed as sentry at the cabin door ; 
while he was upon this duty, one of my servants was at the 
same place preparing to cut a piece of seal-skin into 
tobacco-pouches. He had promised one to several of the 
men, but had refused one to this young fellow, though he 
had asked him several times ; upon which he jocularlj 
threatened to steal one, if it should be in his power. It 
happened that the servant, being called hastily away, gave 
the skin in charge to the sentinel, without regarding what 
had passed between them. The sentinel immediately 
secured a piece of the skin, which the other missing at his 
return, grew angry ; but, after some altercation, contented 
himself with taking it away, declaring that, for so trifling 
an affair, he would not complain of him to the officers. 
But it happened that one of his fellow-soldiers, overhearing 
the dispute, came to the knowledge of what had happened, 
and told it to the rest ; who, taking it into their heads to 
stand up for the honour of their corps, reproached the 
offender with great bitterness, and reviled him in the most 
opprobrious terms ; they exaggerated his offence into a crime 
of the deepest dje ; they said it was a theft by a sentry 
when he was upon duty, and of a thing that had been com- 
mitted to his trust ; they declared it a disgrace to associate 
with him ; and the sergeant, in particular, said, that if the 
person from whom the skin had been stolen would not 
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complain, he would complain himself; for that his honour 
would suffer if the offender was not punished. From the 
scoffs and reproaches of these men of honour, the poor 
young fellow retired to his hammock in an agony of con- 
fusion and shame. The sergeant soon after went to him, 
and ordered him to follow him to the deck. He obeyed 
without reply ; but it being in the dusk of the evening, he 
slipped from the sergeant and went forward. He was seen 
by some of the people, who thought he was gone to the 
head ; but a search being made for him afterwards, it was 
found that he had thrown himself overboard ; and I was 
then first made acquainted with the theft and its circum- 
stances. The loss of this man was the more regretted, as 
he was remarkably quiet and industrious.* 

About one o'clock, on Monday the 10th of April, some 
of the people who were looking out for the island to which 
we were bound, said they saw land ahead, in that part of 
the horizon where it was expected to appear ; but it was so 
faint, that, whether there was land in sight or not, remained 
a matter of dispute till sunset. The next morning, however, 
at six o'clock, we were convinced that those who said they 
had discovered land were not mistaken ; it appeared to be 
very high and mountainous, extending from W. by S. J- S. 
to W. by N. i N., and we knew it to be the same that 
Captain Wallis had called King George the Third's Island. 
We were delayed in our approach to it by light airs and 
calms, so that in the morning of the 12th we were but little 
nearer than we had been the night before ; but about seven 
a breeze sprung up, and before eleven several canoes were 

* This poor lad waa probably one of the most coDscientions persons among 
the crew, and had been envied for his good conduct. But his quiet may have 
been acocMnpanied with reserve, aa unpopular and indeed suspicious quality. 
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seen making towards the sbip. There were but few of them» 
however, that would come near ; and the people in l^oee 
that did, could not be persuaded to come on boftrd. In 
ev^ canoe there were young plantains, and bvanohes of a 
tree which the Indians call E'Midho; these, as we aftdr- 
^ards learned, were brought as tokens of peace and amity ; 
•and the people in one of the canoes handed them up the 
ehip's side, making signals at the same time with great 
«ame8tness which we did not immediately understand ; at 
length we guessed that they wished these eymbole should 
be placed in some conspicuous part of the ship ; we, there- 
fore, immediately stuck them among the rigging, at which 
they expressed the greatest satisfaction. We then purehaaed 
their cargoes, consisting of cocoa-nuts, and various kinds of 
fruit, which, after our long voyage, were very acceptable. 

We stood on with an easy sail all night, with soundings 
from twenty-two fathoms to twelve; and about seven o'clock 
■in the morning we came to an anchor in thirteen fathom in 
rPort-^Boyal Bay, called by the natives Matavai. We were 
immediately surrounded by the natives in their canoes* who 
•gave us cocoa-nuts, fruit resembling apples, bread«fruit, and 
Bome small fishes, in exchange for beads and other trifles. 
They had with them a pig, which they would not part with 
for anything but a hatchet, and therefore we refhsed to pur- 
chase it ; because, if we gave them a hatchet for a pig now, 
we knew they would never afterwards sell one for less, and 
we could not afford to buy as many as it was probable we 
should want at that price. The bread-fruit grows on a tiee 
that is about the size of a middling oak: its leaves ^are 
frequently a foot and a half long, of an oblong shape, deeply 
sinuated like those of the fig-tree, which they resemble in 
consistence and colour, and in the exuding of a white milky 



A SEA VOYAGE, AND AN ADYENTUSE BT THE WAT. i227 

juice upon being broken. The fruit is about the size and 
shape of a child's head, and the surface is reticulated not 
much unlike a truiSie : it is covered with a thin skin, and 
has -a. core about as big as the handle of a small knife : 
the eatable part lies between the skin and the core; it is as 
white as snow, and somewhat of the consistence of new 
bread. It .must be roasted before it is eaten, being first 
divided into three or four parts. Its taste is insipid* with 
« slight sweetness somewhat resembling that of the crumb 
of wheaten bread mixed with a Jerusalem artichoke. 

Among others who came off to the ehip was an elderly 
man, whose name, as we learned afterwards, was OwhaWt 
and who was immediately known to Mr. Gore and several 
.others who had been here with Captain Wallis. As I was 
informed that be had been very useful to them, I took him on 
board the ship with^some others, and was particularly atten- 
tive to gratify him, as I hoped he might also be useful to us. 

As soon as the ship was properly secured, I went on 
shore with Mr. Banks and Dr. Solander, a party of men 
.under arms, and our friend Owhaw. We were received from 
(the boat hj some hundreds of the inhabitants, whose looks 
at. least gave us welcome, though they were struck with such' 
Bswe^ that the first who approached us crouched so low that 
.he almost crept upon his hands and knees. It is remark- 
able, that he, like the people in the canoes, presented to us 
the same symbol of peace that is known to have been in 
use among the ancient and mighty nations of the northern 
hemisphere — the green branch of a tree. We received it 
with looks and gestures of kindness and satisfaction ; and 
observing that each of them held one in his hand, we 
immediately gathered every one a bough, and carried it in 
our hands in the same manner. 

o3 
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They inarched with us about half a mile towards the 
place where the Dolphin had watered, conducted by Owhaw; 
thej then made a full stop, and having laid the ground 
bare, by clearing away all the plants that grew upon it, the 
principal persons among them threw their green branches 
upon the naked spot, and made signs that we should do the 
same. We immediately showed our readiness to comply, 
and to give a greater solemnity to the rite, the marines were 
drawn up, and marching in order, each dropped his bough 
upon those of the Indians, and we followed their example. 
We then proceeded, and when we came to the watering- 
place it was intimated to us by signs, that we might occupy 
that ground, but it happened not to be fit for our purpose. 
During our walk they had shaken off their first timid sense 
of our superiority, and were become familiar ; they went 
with us from the watering-place, and took a circuit through 
the woods. As we went along, we distributed beads and other 
small presents among them, and had the satisfaction to 
see that they were much gratifiecl. Our circuit was not less 
than four or five miles, through groves of trees, which were 
loaded with cocoaruuts and bread-fruit, and afforded the most 
grateful shade. Under these trees were the habitations of 
the people, most of them being only a roof without walls, 
and the whole scene realized the poetical fables of Arcadia. 




^r) 



BUSINESS, BOOKS, AND AMUSEMENT. 




T is a common thing for men of business to 
say that they are "fond of books, but 
have no time for reading.** In some in- 
stances this may really be the case ; but, 
for the most part, they had better acknow- 
ledge that they care little for what they 
can find no time to do. In these, as in 
most other circumstances, " where there is 
a will there is a way;" and it is the de- 
Bign of the Mowing extracts from the 
life of William Button to show it. They 
_^__ may be of service both to employers and the em» 
^ " ployed. The best workman is he who can do his 
work with cheerfulness; he is the man whose nature is the best 
and completest, who has his faculties most about him, and in 
the most fitting abundance ; and the way to turn our faculties 
to the best account, is to give them fair play — to see that the 
senses of the mind (if we may so call them) have as much 
reasonable fruition as those that contribute to the nourishment 
and refreshment of the body. Hutton of Birmingham (as he 
is familiarly called) combined, in a remarkable manner, pru- 
dence with enterprise, industry with amusement, and the love 
of books with devotion to business, and all because he was 
a thorough human being of his class, probably from causes 
anterior to his birth. Not that his father was a person of 
any very edifying description. His son gives the following 
amusing account of him : — " Though my father was neither 
young, being forty-two, nor handsome, having lost an eye, 
nor sober, for he spent aU he could get in liquor, nor clean, 
for his trade was oily, nor without shackles, for he had five 
children, yet women of various descriptions courted his smiles, 
and were much inclined to pull caps for him.*' But this 



230 BUSINESS, BOOKS, AND AMUSEMENT. 

squalid Lothario probably supplied him with wit and address, 
and his mother with thought and a good constitution. 

WiUiam Uutton was the son of a poor wool- worker. He was 
brought up as a poor weaver, had not a penny in the world, 
became a bookbinder under the poorest auspices, and ended 
with being a rich man, and living in wealth and honour to the 
age of ninety-two. The passages selected are from a life of him 
written by himself, and in the original are accompanied with 
a great deal of additional matter, all worth reading, and in 
the course of which he gives an account of the rise and progress 
of his courtship of Mrs. Hutton, here only intimaited. He 
was one of the sufferers from the Riots of Birmingham (which 
he has recorded), and author of amusing Histories of that town 
and of Derby. The Robert Bage whom he mentions as his 
friend and benefactor, and who was another man of his sort, 
though in every respect of a higher class, is better known by his 
writings than his name, being no other than the author of 
Hemisprong, Man a$ he Is, and other novels well known to the 
readers of circulating libraries, and admired by Walter Scott. 
Two such men of business as Hutton and Robert Bage have 
seldom come together, at least not in the eyes of the world ; and 
as they came in the shapes of bookseller and paper-maker, we 
have special pleasure in thus bringing them before the reader. 



PASSAGES FROM THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF WILLIAM 

HUTTON. 

1741. TT7HAT the mind is beat upon obtaining, the hand 
^ ^ seldom fails in accomplishing. I detested the 
frame, as totally unsuitable to my temper; therefore I 
produced no more profit than necessity demanded. I made 
shift, however, with a little overwork and a little credit^ 
to raise a genteel suit of clothes, fully adequate to the 
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Sphere in yrhich I moyed. The girls ey^d me with aomB 
attention ; nay I Qjed myself as much as any of them. 

1743. At Whitsuntide I went to see my father, and was 
favourahly receiyed hy my acquaintance. One of them played 
upon the hell-harp. I was charmed with the sound, and 
agreed for the price, when 1 could raise the sum, half-a-crown. 

At Michaelmas I went to Derhy, to pay for and hring 
hack my hell-harp, whose soi|nd X thought seraphic. Thi» 
opened a scene of pleasure which contipued many years. 
Music was my daily study and delight. But, perhaps, I 
laboured under greater difficulties than any one had dona 
before me. I could not afford an instructor. I had no 
hooks, nor could I borrow, or buy ; neither had I' a friend 
to give me the least lunt, or put my instrument in tune. 

Thus was I in the situation of a first inventor, left to 
grope in the di^rk to find something. I had first my ear to 
bring into tune, before J could tune the instrument; for tiht 
ear is the foundation of all music. That is the best tune 
which best pleases the ear, and he keeps the best time who 
draws the most music from his tune. 

For six months did I use every efibrt to bring a tune out 
of an instrument which was so dreadfully out, it had no 
tune in it. Assiduity never forsook me. I was encouraged 
by a couplet I had seen in Dyce's Spelling-book: 



u 



Despair of nothing that yon would attain, 
Unwearied diligence joor p<Hnt will gain !'* 



When I was able to lay a foundation, the improvement 
and the pleasure were progressive. Wishing to rise, I 
borrowed a dulcimer, made one by it, then learnt tq play 
upon it. But in the fabrication of this instrument, I had 
neither timber to work upon, tools to work with, nor money 
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to purchase either. It is said *' necessity is the mother of 
inyention." I pulled a large trunk to pieces, one of the 
relics of my family, hut formerly the property of Thomas 
Parker, the first Earl of Macclesfield. And as to tools, I 
considered that the hammer-key and the plyers helongjng to 
the stocking-frame, would supply the place of hammer and 
pincers. My pocket-knife was all the edge-tools I could 
raise; a fork, with one limh, ¥ras made to act in the double 
capacity of spring-awl and gimlet. 

I quickly was master of this piece of music ; for if a 
man can play upon one instrument he can soon learn upon 
any. 

A young man, apprentice to a haker, happening to see the 
dulcimer, asked if I could perform upon it. Struck with 
the sound, and with seeing me play with what he thought 
great ease, he asked if I would part with the instrument, 
and at what price ? I answered in the affirmative, and, for 
sixteen shillings. He gave it. I told him, "If he wanted 
advice, or his instrument wanted tuning, I would assist him." 
'* no, there *s not a doubt but I shall do." I bought a coat 
with the money, and constructed a better instrument. . . . 

1746. An inclination for books began to expand; but 
here, as in music and dress, money was wanting. The first 
article of purchase was three volumes of the Gentleman's 
Magazine, 174Q, 3, and 4. As I could not afibrd to pay for 
binding, I fastened them together in a most cobbled style. 
These afforded me a treat. 

I could only raise books of small value, and these in 
worn-out bindings. I learned to patch, procured paste, var- 
nish, &c , and brought them into tolerable order; erected 
shelves, and arranged them in the best manner I was able. 

If I purchased shabby books, it is no wonder that I 
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dealt with a shabby bookseller 'who kept his working appara- 
tus in his shop. It is no wonder, too, if by repeated visits I 
became acquainted with this shabby bookseller, and often 
saw him at work ; but it is a wonder and a fact, that I never 
•saw him perform one act but I could perform it myself; so 
Strong was the desire to attain the art. 

I made no secret of my progress, and the bookseller 
rather encouraged me, and for two reasons : I bought such 
rubbish as nobody else would ; and he had often an opportu- 
nity of selling me a cast-off tool for a shilling, not worth a 
penny. As I was below every degree of opposition, a rival- 
ship was out of the question. 

The first book I bound was a very small one, Shakspeare's 
Venus and Adonis, I showed it to the bookseller. He 
seemed surprised. I could see jealousy in his eye. How- 
ever, he recovered in a moment. He had no doubt but I 
should break. 

He offered me a worn-down press for two shillings, 
which no man could use, and which was laid by for the fire. 
I considered the nature of its construction, bought it, and 
paid the two shillings. I then asked him to favour me with 
a hammer and a pin, which he brought with half a conquer- 
ing smile, and half a sneer. I drove out the garter-pin, 
which, being galled, prevented the press from working, and 
turned another square, which perfectly cured the press. He 
said in anger, *'If I had known, you should not have had it." 
However, I could see he consoled himself with the idea that 
all must return in the end. This proved for forty-two years 
my best binding press. 

I now purchased a tolerably genteel suit of clothes, and 
was so careful of them, lest I should not be able to procure 
another, that they continued my best for five years. 
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The Btockitig-frame being my own, and trade being dead, 
the hosiers would not employ me ; they could scarcely em- 
ploy their own frames. I was advised to try Iieicester, and 
took with me halfa-dozen pair ef stockings to sell. I visited 
seTeral warehouses ; but,, alas ! all proved blank. Tbfiy 
would neither employ me, nor give for my goods anything 
near prima cost. As I stood like a culprit before a gentleman 
of the name of Bennet, I was so affected, that I burst inta 
tears, to think I should haTO served seven years to a trada 
at which I could not get bread. 

My sister took a house, and to soften the rent, my brother 
and T lodged with her. 

1747. It had been the. pride of my life, ever since pride 
commenced, to wear a watch. I bought a silver one for thirty'* 
fiye shillings. It went ill. I kept it four years, then gav<r 
that and a guinea for another, which went as ill. I alter- 
wards exchanged this for a brass one, which going no better, 
I sold it for five shillings; and to complete the watch farce, 
I gave the five shillings away, and went without a watch 
thirty years. 

I had promised to yisit my father on Whitsun eve, at 
Derby. Business detained me till it was eleven at night 
before I arrived. Expectation had for some time been on 
the stretch, and was now giving way. My fiEither being 
elevated with liquor, and by my arrival, rose in ecstasy, and 
gave me the first kiss, and, I believe, the last he ever gave 
me. 

This year I began to dip into rhyme. The stream was 
pleasant, though I doubt whether it flowed from Helicon. 
Many little pieces were the produce of my pen, which, 
perhaps, pleased ; however, they gave no offence, for the/ 
slept on my shelf till the rioters burnt them in 179)^ 
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1748. Every soul who knew me scolTed at the idea of 
mj book-binding, except mj sister, who encouraged aaidl 
aided me ; otherwise I must have sunk under it I oob;- 
sidered that I was naturally of a frugal temper ; that I could 
watch every penny, live upon a little ; that I hated stocking* 
making, but not book-binding ; that if I continued at the 
frame, I was certain to be poor; and if I ventured to leave 
it, I could not be so. My only fear was lest I should draw 
in my friends ; for I had nothing of my own. 

I had frequently heard that every man had, some time- 
or other in his life, an opportunity of rising. As this was 
a received opinion, I would not contradict it. 1 had, how- 
ever, watched many years for the high tide of my afiGurs,. 
but thought it never yet had reached me. 

I still pursued the two trades. Hurt to see my three* 
volumes of magazines in so degraded a state, I took them 
to pieces, and clothed them in a superior dress. 

1749. It was now time to look out for a future place of 
residence. A large town must be the mark, or there would 
be no room for exertion. London was thought of, between, 
my sister and me, fDr I had no soul else to consult. Thia 
was rejected for two reasons. I could not venture into such, 
a place without a capital, and my work was not likely to pass 
among a crowd of judges. 

My plan was to fix upon some market town, within a 
stage of Nottingham, and open shop there on the market 
day, till I should be better prepared to begin the world at 
Binningham. 

I fixed upon Southwell, as the first step of elevatien^ 
It was fourteen miles distant, and the town as despicable 
as the road to it. I went over at Michaelmas, took a shop 
at the rate of twenty shillingB a-year, sent a few boards for 
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shelyes, a few tools, and about two hundredweiglit of trashy 
Wbich might be dignified with the name of books, and worth, 
perhaps, a year's rent of my shop. I was my own joiner, 
put up the shelves and their furniture, and in one day 
became the most eminent bookseller in the place. 

During this rainy winter, I set out at five eyery Satur- 
day morning, carried a burden of from three pounds weight 
to thirty, opened shop at ten, starved in it all day upon bread, 
cheese, and half a pint of ale, took from one to six shillings, 
shut up at four, and by trudging through the solitary night 
and the deep roads five hours more, I arrived at Nottingham 
by nine ; where I always found a mess of milk porridge bj 
the fire, prepared by my valuable sister. 

Nothing short of a surprising resolution and rigid 
economy could have carried me through this scene. 

1750. Eetuming to Nottingham, I gave warning to quit 
at Southwell, and prepared for a total diange of life. 

On the 1 0th of April, I entered Birmingham, for the 
third time, to try if I could be accommodated with a 
small shop. If I could procure any situation, T should be 
in the way of procuring a better. On the 11th I travelled 
the streets of Birmingham, agreed with Mrs. Dix for the 
lesser half of her shop, No. 6 in Bull Street, at one shilling 
a-week ; and slept at Lichfield in my way back to Notting- 
ham. 

On May 13th, Mr. Hudsdall, a dissenting minister of 
Gainsborough, with whom my sister had lived as a servant, 
travelling from Nottingham to Stamford, requested my 
company, and offered to pay my expenses, and give me 
eighteenpence a day for my time. The afternoon was wet 
in the extreme. He asked why I did not bring my great- 
coat ? Shame forbade an answer, or I could have said I 
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had none. The water completely soaked through my 
clothes, but not being able to penetrate the skin, it filled 
my boots. Arriving at the inn, every traveller, I found, 
was wet ; and every one produced a change of apparel but 
me. I was left out because the house could produce no 
more. I was obliged to sit the whole evening in my 
drenched garments, and to put them on nearly as wet 
on my return the next morning ! What could I expect but 
destruction ? Fortunately I sust«dned no injury. 

It happened that Mr. Rudsdall now declined house- 
keeping, his wife being dead. He told my sister that he 
should part with the refuse of his library, and would sell it 
to me. She replied, " He has no money." " We will not 
differ about that. Let him come to Gainsborough ; he shall 
have the books at his own price." I walked to Gainsborough 
on the 15 th of May, stayed there the 16th, and came back 
on the 17th. 

The books were about two hundred pounds* weight. Mr. 
Eudsdall gave me his com chest for their deposit ; and for 
payment, drew the following note, which I signed : — 

*' I promise to pay to Ambrose Eudsdall, one pound 
seven shillings, when I am able.*' Mr. Eudsdall observed, 
" You never need pay this note if you only say you are not 
able." The books made a better show, and were more 
valuable than all I possessed beside. 

I had now a most severe trial to undergo ; parting with 
my friends, and residing wholly among strangers. May 
23rd, I left Nottingham, and I arrived at Birmingham on 
the 25th. Having little to do but look into the street, it 
seemed singular to see thousands of faces pass, and not one 
that I knew. I had entered a new world, in which I led 
a melancholy life, a life of silence and tears. Though a 
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youiig man, and of rather a cbeerfal turn, it was remarked 
'' that I was never seen to «mi]e." 

The nide family into which I wa^ cast added to the 
load of melancholy. 

My brother came to see me about six weeks alter mj 
arrival, to whom I observed, that the trade had fully sup- 
ported me. Five shillings a- week covered every expense ; 
as food, rent, washing, lodging, &c. Thus a solitary year 
rolled round, when a few young men of elevated character 
and sense took notice of me. I had saved about twen^ 
pounds, and was become more reconciled to my situation. 
The first who took a fancy to me was Samuel Salte, a 
mercer *s apprentice, who, five years after, resided in London, 
where he acquired £100,000. He died in 1797. Our 
intimacy lasted his life. 

In this first opening of prosperity, an unfortunate 
circumstance occurred which gave me great uneasiness, as 
it threatened totally to eclipse the small prospect before me. 
The overseers, featful I should become chargeable to the 
parish, examined me with regard to my settlement ; and, 
with the voice of authority, ordered me to procure a cer- 
tificate, or they would remove me. Terrified, I wrote to 
my father, who returned for answer, " That All Saints, in 
Derby, never granted certificates.** 

I was hunted by ill-nature two years. I repeatedly 
offered to pay the levies, which was refused. A succeeding 
overseer, a draper, of whom I had purchased two siiits of 
clothes, value £10, consented to take ihem. The scruple 
exhibited a short sight, a narrow principle, and the exul- 
tations of power over the defenceless. 

Among others who wished to serve me, I had two 
friends, Mr. Dewier, a surgeon, who resided opposite me» 
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■mid Mr. Grace, a hosier ftt the Gateway, in the High-street. 
Great consequences often arise from small things. The 
house adjoining that of Mr. Grocers, was to he let. My 
friends both urged me to take it. I was frightened at the 
T0nt, eight pounds. However, one drew, and the other 
fmshed, till they placed me there. A small house is too 
lacrge for a man without furniture, and a small rent may be 
too large for an income which has nothing certain in it but 
the smallness. Having felt the extreme of poverty, I 
dreaded nothing so much ; but I believed I had seized the 
tide, and I was unwilling to stop. 

Here I pursued business in a more elevated style, and 
with more success. 

No event in a man's life is more consequential than 
marriage ; nor is any more uncertain. Upon this die his 
sum of happiness depends. Pleasing Tiews arise, which 
TOttish as a cloud ; because, like that, they have no founda- 
tioiii. Circumstances' change, and tempers with them. Let 
a man's prior judgment be ever, so sound, he cannot foresee 
a change; therefore he is liable to deception. I was 
deceived myself, but, thanks to my kind &tte, it was on the 
•right side. I found in my wife more than I ever expected 
to find in woman. Just in proportion as I loved her, I must 
regret her loss. If my father, with whom I only lived 
fourteen years, who loved me less, and has been gone forty, 
never is a day out of my thoughts, what must be my thoughts 
towards her, who loved me as herself, and with whom I 
resided an age ! 

1756. — My dear wife brought me a little daughter, who 
has been the pleasure of my life to this day. We had now 
a delightful plaything for both. 

Robert Bage, an old and intimate friend, and a paper- 
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maker, took- me to his imi, where we spent the evening. 
He proposed that I should sell paper for him, which I 
might either buy on my own account, or sell on his by 
commission. As I could spare one or two hundred pounds, 
I chose to purchase ; therefore appropriated a room for the 
reception of goods, and hung out a sign — The Paper Ware- 
house. From this small hint I followed the stroke forty 
years, and acquired an ample fortune. 

1 763. — ^We took several pleasurable journeys ; among 
others, one at Aston, and in a superior style to what we had 
done before. This is the peculiar privilege of us Birmingham 
men : if ever we acquire five pounds extraordinary, we take 
care to show it. 

1764. — Every man has his hobby-horse, audit is no dis- 
grace prudently to ride him. He is the prudent man who 
can introduce cheap pleasures without impeding business. 

About 'ten of us, intimate friends, amused ourselves 
with playing at tennis. Entertained with the diversion, 
we erected a tennis-court, and met on fine evenings for 
amusement, without expense. I was constituted steward of 
our little fraternity. 

My family continued their journeys, and were in a pros- 
perous state. 
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